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CHAPTER I. 

WHEREIN TWO ANXIOUS PARENTS HOLD A COIXO^VT. 

" Is he rich, ma'am ? is he rich ? — ey ? what, what ? — ^is 
he rich?" 

Sir Thomas was a rapid little man, and quite an epicure in 
the use of that luscious monosyllable : 

" Is he rich, Lady Dillaway ? — ey ? — what ? " 

" Really, Thomas, you never give me time to answer," 
replied that quintessence of quietude her Ladyship ; " and then 
it is perpetually the same question, and — " 

" Well, ma*am, and can there be a more important question 
asked? I repeat it, is he rich? — ey? — what? " 

" You know, Sir Thomas, we never are agreed about the 
meaning of that word ; but I should say, very." 

As Lady Dillaway always spoke quite softly in a whisper, 
she had failed to enlighten the knight ; but he seemed, not- 
withstanding, to have caught her intention instinctively ; for 
he added in his impetuous, imperious way— 

" No, nonsense now, about talents and virtues, and all such 
trash ; but quick, ma'am, quick — is the man rich ? " 

" In talents, as you mention the word, certainly, very rich ; 
a more clever or accomplished — " 

ffeart, B 



2 TWO ANXIOUS PARENTS [chap, i, 

" Cut it short, ma'am, cut it short, I say — I '11 have no 
adventurers who live by their wits, making up to my daughter 
— ^pedantic puppies, good for ushers, nothing else ; what do 
they mean by knowing so much ? — ey ? — what ? " 

" And then, dear Thomas, if you will only let me speak, a 
man of purer morals, finer feelings, higher Christian — *' 

" Bah ! well enough for curates, — go on, ma*am, go on, and 
make haste to the point of all points, — is he rich? " 

" You know I never will make haste, Thomas, for I never 
can: have patience, and you shall hear; I am little in the 
habit of judging people entirely by their purses, not even a 
son-in-law, provided there is a sufficiency on the one side or 
the other for — " 

" Quick, Mum, quick, — rich ? rich ? will the woman drive 
me mad?" and Sir Thomas Dillaway, Knight, rattled loose 
cash in both pockets more vindictively than ever. But the 
spouse, nothing hurried, still crept on in her aotto voce 
andantino style ; 

** Mr. Clements owes nothing, has something, and above and 
beside all his good heart, good mind, good fame, good looks, 
and good family, possesses a contented — '* 

** Pish ! contented, bah ! " — our hasty knight *s nose actually 
curled upwards in utter scorn, as he added, "Now, that's 
enough, quite enough, I bet a plum the man's poor. Contented 
indeed ! did you ever know a rich man yet who was contented, 
— ey. Mum, ey ? or a poor one that wasn't, — ey, what ? I 've 
no patience v/ith those contented fellows : it 's my belief they 
steal away the hi^piness of monied men. If this Mr. Clements 
was rich, rich, one wouldn't mind so much about talents, virtues, 
and contentment, — workhouse blessings ; — but the man's poor 
I know it, — poo-o-o-or ! " 

Sir Thomas had a method quite his own of pronouncing 
those contradictory monosyllables, rich and poor ; the former 
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lie gave out with an iy:ictaous, fish-saucy gusto, and the word 
seemed to linger on his palate as a delicious morsel in the 
progress of delightful deglutition ; but when he uttered the word 
poor, it WBS with that " mewling and puking " miserable face, 
appropriated from time immemorial to the gulping of a black 
draught. 

•* No, Lady Dillaway, right about*s the next word I shall say 
to that smooth-looking pauper, Mr. Henry Clements, — ^to think 
of his impudence making up to my daughter, indeed I a poo-o-o-r 
man, too." 

** I did not tell you he was poor, Sir Thomas : you have run 
away with that idea on your own account ; the young man has 
enough for the present, owes nothing for the past, and has 
reasonable expectations for the — " 

"Future, I suppose, ey? what? I hate futures, all the lot 
of 'em : cash down, ready money, bird in the hand^ that's my 
ticket, Mum : expectations indeed ! well, go on, go on ; I 'm 
as patient aa a — as a mule you see ; go on, will you ; I may as 
well hear it all out, Lady Dillaway." 

** Well, Sir Thomas, since you think so Httle of the future, 
I will not insist upon expectations ; though I really can only 
excuse your methods of judging, by the fancy that you are far 
too prudent in fearing for the future : however, if you will not 
admit this, let me take you on your own ground, the present : 
perhaps, Mr. Clements may not possess quite as much as I 
could wish him, but then surely, dear Thomas, our daughter 
must have more than — " 

I object to seeing oaths in print ; unless it must be once in 
a way, as a needful point of character : probably the reader's 
sagacity will supply many omissions of mine in the eloquence 
of Sir Thomas Dillaway, and others. But his calm spouse, 
nothing daunted, quietly whispered on — " You know, Thomaa, 
you have boasted to me that your capital is doubling every 

b2 
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year; penny-postage has made the s^tionery business most 
prosperous; and if you were wealthy when the old King 
knighted you as Lord Mayor, surely you can spare something 
handsome now for an only daughter, who — " 

'* Ma'am ! " almost barked the affectionate father, " if Maria 
marries money, she shall have money, and plenty of it, good 
girl ; but if she will persist in wedding a beggar, she may 
starve. Mum, starve, and all her poyerty-stricken brats too, for 
any pickings they shall get out of my pocket. Ey ? what ? 
you pretend to read your Bible, Mum, — don *t you know we 're 
commanded to " give to him that hath, and to take away from 
him thatr-" 

" For shame. Sir Thomas Dillaway ! " interrupted the wife, 
as well she might, for all her quietude : she was a good sort 
of woman, and her better nature aroused its wrath at this 
yicious application of a truth so just when applied to morals 
and graces, so bitterly iniquitous in the case of this world's 
wealth. I wish that our ex-Lord Mayor's distorted text may 
not be one of real and common usage. So, silencing her lord, 
whose character it was to be overbearing to the meek, but 
cringing to anything like rebuke or opposition, she forthwith 
pushed her advantages, adding, — 

" Your income is now four thousand a year, as you have told 
me, Thomas, every hour of every day, since your last lucky hit 
in the government contract for blue elephants and whitey* 
browns. We have only John and Maria; and John gets 
enough out of his own stock-brokering business to keep his 
curricle, and belongs to clubs, — and — alas ! my fears are many 
for my poor boy ; — I often wish, Thomas, that our John waa 
not so well supplied with money : whereas poor Maria — " 

" Tush, Ma'am, you 're a fool, and have no respect at all for 
monied men. Jack's a rich riian. Mum — knows a trick or two, 
sticks at nothing on 'Change, shrewd fellow, and therefore, of 
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course I don't stint him : ha I — ^he 'b c^ regular Witney com- 
forter, that boy, — ^makes money, — ay, and for all his seeming 
extravagance, the clever little rogue knows how to keep it, too. 
If you only knew, Ma*am, if you only knew ; — ^but we don't 
blab to fools." 

I dare say ** fools " will hear the wise man's secret some day, 

"Well, Thomas, I am sure I have no wish to pry into 
business transactions; all my present hope is to help the cause 
of poor dear Maria." , 

" Don't call the girl * poor,' Lady Dillaway : it 's no recom- 
mendation, I can tell you, though it may be true enough. 
Girls are a bad spec, unless they marry money. If our girl 
does this, well; — she will indeed be to me a dear Maria, 
though not a poo-o-o-r one ; if she doesn't, let her bide and be 
an old maid, for as to marrying this fellow Clements, I '11 cut 
him adrift to-morrow." 

" If you do. Sir Thomas, you will break our dear child's 
heart." 

** Heart, Ma'am ! what business has my daughter with a 
heart ?" [what, indeed ?J "I hate hearts ; they were sent, 
I believe, purposely to make those who are plagued with 'em 
poo-o-o-r. Heart, indeed I When did heart ever gain money ? 
— ey ? — ^what ? It 11 give, yes, plenty, plenty, to charities, 
and churches, and orphans, and beggars, and anything else, 
by way of getting rid of gold ; but as to gaining — bah I heart 
mdeed — ^pauperising bit of muscle ! — save- me from wearing 
under my waistcoat what you 're pleased to call a heart. No, 
Mum, no ; if the girl has got a heart to break I 've done with 
her. Heart indeed I she either marries money and my 
blessing, or marries beggary and my curse ; but I should like 
to know who wants her to marry at all ? Let her die an old 
Qiaid" 

Probably this dialogue need go no farther: in the coming 
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chapter we will try to be didactic. Meantime, to apostrophise 
ten words upon that last heartless sentence : — 

**Let her die an old maid." An old maid! how many 
unrecorded Sorrows, how much of cruel disappointment and 
heart-cankering delay, how oftentimes unwritten tragedies are 
hidden in that thoughtless little phrase! the mass of 
blighted hopes, of slighted affections, of cold neglect, and 
foolish contumely wrapped up in those three syllables ! Kind 
heart, kind heart, never »se them ; neither lightly as in scorn, 
nor sadly as in pity : spare that ungenerous reproach. What ! 
canst thou think that from a feminine breast the lover, the 
wife, the mother, can be utterly sponged away without long 
years of bitterness ? Can Nature's wounds be cicatrised, or 
her soft feelings seared, without a thousand secret pangs ? 
Hath it been no trial to see youthful bloom departing, and 
middle age creep on, without some intimate one to share the 
solitude of life ? Ay, and the coming prospect too, — ^hath it 
greater consolations than the retrospect? How faintly 
common friends can fill that hollow of the heart I how feebly 
can their kindness, at the warmest, imitate the sympathies and 
love of married life ! And in the days of sickness, or the 
hour of death, — to be lonely, childless, husbandless, to be 
lightly cared for, little missed, — who can wonder that all 
those bruised and broken yearnings should ferment within the 
solitary mind, and sometimes sour up the milk of human 
kindness ? Be more considerate, more just, more loving to 
that injured heart of woman ; it hath loved deeply in its day ; 
but imperative duty or untoward circumstances nipped those 
early blossoms; and often generosity towards others, or the 
constancy of youthful blighted love has made it thus alone. 
There was an age in this world's history, and may be yet 
again, (if Heart is ever to be monarch of this social sphere), 
when those who lived and died as Jepthah's daughter were 
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reckoned worthily with saints and martyrs. Heed thou, thus, 
of many such ; for they have offered up their hundred warm 
yearnings, a hetacomb of human love, to God, the betrothed 
of their affections ; and they move up and down among this 
inconsiderate world, doing good, Sisters of Charity, full of 
pure benevolence, and beneficent beyond the widow's mite. 
Heed kinder then, and blush for very shame, man and 
woman, looking on this noble band of ill-requited virgins; 
remember all their trials, and imitate their deeds ; for among 
the legion of that unregarded sisterhood whom you coldly call 
old maids, are often seen the world's chief almoners of warm 
unselfish sympathy, generAbs in mind if not in means, and 
blooming with the immortal youth of charity and kindliness. 
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CHAPTER II. 

HOW THE DAUGHTER HAS A HEART ; AND, WHAT IS COMMONER, A LOVER. 

Yes, Maria Dillaway, though Sir Thomases own daughter, 
had a heart, a warm and good one : it was her only beauty, 
but assuredly at once the best adornment and cosmetic in the 
world. The mixture of two such conflicting characters as her 
father and mother might (with common Providence to bless 
the pair) unitedly produce heart; although their plebeian 
countenances could hardly be expected without a direct miracle 
to generate beauty. Maria inherited firom her father at once 
his impetuosity and his little button nose ; although the 
latter was neither purple nor pimply, and the former was more 
generous and better directed : from her mother she derived 
what looked to any one at first sight very like red hair, along 
with great natural sweetness of disposition ; albeit her locks 
had less of fire, and her sweetness more of it : sympathy was 
added to gentleness, zeal to patience^ and universal tenderness 
to a general peace with all the world ; for that extreme 
quietude, almost apathy, alluded to before, having been super- 
seded by paternal impetuosity, the result of all was Heart. 
She doated on her mother ; and (how she contrived this, it is 
not quite so easy to comprehend) she found a great deal love- 
able even in her father. But in fact she loved everybody. 
Charity was the natural atmosphere of her kind and feeling 
soul — always excusing, assisting, comforting, blessing; charity 
lent music to her tongue, and added beauty to her eyes — 
charity gave grace to an otherwise ordinary figure, and lit her 
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freckled cheek 'with the spirit of loveliness. Let us be just — 
nay more, let us be partial, to the good looks of poor dear 
Maria. Notwithstanding the snub nose (it is not snub; who 
says it is snub ? — ^it is miffnoUy personified good-nature) — 
notwithstanding the carroty hair (I declare, it was nothing but 
a fine pale auburn after all) — notwithstanding the peppered hce 
(oh, how sweetly rayed Toth smiles !) and the common figure 
(gentle, unobtrusive, full of delicate attentions) — ^yes, notwith- 
standing ail these unheroinals, no one who had a heart himself 
could look upon Maria without pleasure and approval. She 
was the very incarnation of cheerfulness, kindness, and love : 
you forgot the greenish colour of those eyes which looked so 
tenderly at you, and so oftentimes were dimmed with tears of 
unaffected pity ; her smile, at any rate, was most enchanting, 
the very sunshine of an amiable mind; her lips dropped 
blessings; her brow was an open plain oi frankness and 
candour; sincerity, warmth, disinterested sweet affections 
threw such a lustre of loveliness over her form, as well might 
&scinate the mind alive to spiritual beauty : and altogether, in 
spite of natural defects and disadvantages — nez retrousse, 
Cleopatra locks, and all — no one, but those constituted like her 
materialised father and his kind, ever looked upon Maria 
without unconsciously admiring her, he scaroely knew for 
what. Though there appeared little to prakie, there cer> 
tainly was .every thing to please ; and faulty as in all pictorial 
probability was each lineament of face and line of form 
taken separately ioad by detail, the veil of universal charity 
softened and united them into one harmonious whole, making 
of Maria DiUaway, a most pleasant, comfortable, wife-like little 
personage. 

At least, 80 thought Henry Clements^ Neither was it any 
sudden fortnight's fmcy, hot the calm consideration of two full 
years. Maria's was a cfaaracter which grew upon your admira- 
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tion gradually — a character to like at first, just a little ; then 
to be led onwards imperceptibly from liking to loving ; 
and thence from fervid summer probably to fever heat. 
She dawned upon young Henry like the blush of earliest 
mora, still shining brighter and fedrer till the glorious day 
was come. 

He had casually made her acquaintance in the common 
social circle, and even on first introduction had been much 
pleased, not to say captivated, with her cordial address, frank 
unsophisticated manners, and winsome looks: he contrasted 
her to much advantage with the affected coquette, the cold 
formal prude, the flippant woman of fashion, the empty heads 
and hollow hearts wherewithal society is peopled. He had 
long been wearied out with shallow courtesies, frigid compli- 
ments, and other conventional hypocrisies up and down the 
world; and wanted something better to love than mere 
surface beauty, mere elegant accomplishment — in a word, he 
yearned for Heart, and found the object of his longings in 
affectionate Maria. 

This first casual acquaintance he had of course taken every 
opportunity to improve as best he might, and happily found 
himself more and more charmed on every fresh occasion. How 
heartily glad she was to see him ! — how unaffectedly sincere in 
her amiable joy ! — how like a kind sister, a sympathising friend, 
a very true-love, a dear cheerful warm-hearted girl, who would 
make the very model for a wife ! 

It is little wonder that, with all external drawbacks, now 
well nigh forgotten, the handsome Henry Clements found her 
80 attractive ; nor that, following diligently his points of ad- 
vantage, he progressed from acquaintanceship to intimacy, from 
intimacy to avowed admiration ; and thence {between ourselves) 
to the resolute measure of engagement. 

I say, between ourselves, because no one else in the world 
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tnew it but the billing pair of lovers ; and even they have got 
the start of us only by a few hours. As for Henry Clements, 
he WQS a free man in all senses, with nobody to bias his will or 
control his affections — an orphan, unclogged by so much as an 
uncle or aunt to take him to task on the score of his attach- 
ment, or to plague him with impertinent advice. His father. 
Captain Clements of the 70th, had fallen " gloriously " on the 
bloody field of Waterloo, and the pensioned widow had survived 
her gallant hero barely nine winters ; leaving little Henry 
thrown upon the wide world at ten years of age, under the 
nominal guardianship of some very distant Ulster cousin of her 
own, a Mackintosh, Mackenzie, or Macfarlane, — it is not yet 
material which ; and as for the lad's little property, his poor 
patrimony of two hundred a year had hitherto amply sufl&ced 
for Harrow and for Cambridge (where he had distinguished 
himself highly), for his chambers in the Temple, and his quiet 
bachelor mode of life as a man of six-and-twenty. 

Accordingly, our lover took counsel of nobody but Maria's 
beaming eyes, when he almost unconsciously determined to lay 
siege to her : he really could not make up his mind to the pre- 
liminary formal process of storming Sir Thomas in his counting- 
house, at the least until he had made sure that Maria's kind 
looks were anything more particular than universal charity, 
and as to Lady Dillaway, it was impossible to broach so 
delicate a business to her, till the daughter had looked 
favourably as aforesaid; set aside her Ladyship's formidable 
state of quiescence, and apparent (though only apparent) lack 
of sympathy. 

So the lover still went on sunning his soul from time to time 
in Maria's kindly smiles, until one day, that is, yesterday, they 
mutually found out by some happy accident how very dear they 
were to each other ; and mutually vowed ever to continue so. 
It was quite a surprise this even to both of them, — ^an extem- 
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porazy unrehearsed outburst of the heart; and Maria discovered 
lierself pledged before she had made direct application to 
mamma about the business. However, once done, she hastened 
to confide the secret to her mother's ear, earnestly requesting 
her to break it to papa. With how little of success we have 
learnt already. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

PATBBNAI. AMUBILITIBS. 

Maru, as we know, lored her fkther, for she loved ereiy 
thing that hreathes ; hut she would not have been human had 
she not also feared him. In fact, he was to her a veiy for- 
midable personage, and one would have thought anything but 
an amiable one. Over Maria's gentle kindness he could 
domineer as loftily as he would cringe in cowardly humiliation 
to the boisterous effirontery of that unscrupulous and wily stock- 
jobber, " my son Jack." With the tyranny proper to a little 
mind, he would trample on the neck of a poor meek daughter's 
filial duty, desiring to honour her parent by submission; and 
then, with consistent meanness, would lick the dust like a slave 
before an undutiful only son, who had amply redeemed all 
possible criminalities by successful (I did not say honest) 
gambling in the funds, and otherwise. 

Yes, John Dillaway was rich ; and, climax to his praise, rich 
by his own keen skill, independent of his father ; though he 
condescended still to bleed him. In this " money century,'* 
as Kohl, the graphic traveller, has called it, riches " cover the 
multitude of sins ; " leaving poor Maria's charity to cover its 
own naked virtues if it can. So John was the fietther's darling, 
notwithstanding the very heartless and unbecoming conduct he 
had exhibited daily for these thirty years, and the marked scorn 
wherewithal he treated that pudgy city knight, his dear proge- 
nitor; but then, let us repeat it as Sir Thomas did, — Jack was 
rich, — ^rich, and such a comfort to his father; whereas Maria, 
poor fool, with all her cheap unmarketable love and duty, never 
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had earned a penny, — never could, bat was bom to be a drain 
upon him. Therefore did he scorn her, and put aside her kind- 
nesses, because she could not " make money." 

For what end on earth should a man make money ? It is 
reasonable to reply, for the hapj^ness* sake of others and him- 
self ; but, in the frequent case of a rich and cold Sir Thomas, 
what can be the object in such ? Not to purchase happiness 
therewith himself, nor yet to distribute it to others ; a very dog 
in the manger, he snarls above the hay he cannot eat, and is 
full of any thoughts rather than of giving : while, as for his 
own pleasure, he manifestly will not stop a minute to enjoy a 
taste of happiness, even if he finds it in his home ; nay, more» 
if it meets him by the way, and wishes to cling about his heart, 
he will be found often to fling it off with scorn, as a reaper 
would the wild sweet corn-flowers in some handful of wheat he 
is cutting. Sir Thomas ! is not 'poor Maria's love worth 
more than all your rich rude Jack's sudden flush of money? is 
it not a deeper, higher, purer, wiser, more abundant source of 
pleasure? You have yet to learn the wealth of her affections, 
and his poverty of soul. 

It was not without heart-sickness, believe me, sore days and 
weeping nights, that affectionate Maria saw her father growing 
more and more estranged from her. True, he had never met 
her love so warmly that it was not somewhat checked and 
chilled; true, his nature had reversed the law of reason, by 
having systematically treated her with less and less of kindness 
ever since the nursery : she did seem able to remember some* 
thing like affection in him while she was a prattling infiant ; 
but as the mental daylight dawned apace, and she grew (one 
would fiaiicy) worthier of a rational creature's love, it strangely 
had diminished year by year; moreover, she could scarcely 
look back upon one solitary occasion, whereon her father* 
voice had instructed her in knowledge, spoken to her in 
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sympathy, or guided her footsteps to religion. Still, habituated 
as she long had now become to this daily martyrdom of heart* 
and sorely bruised by coarse and common worldliness as had 
been every fibre of her feelings, she could not help perceiving 
that things got worse iCnd worse, as the knight grew richer and 
richer ; and oftentimes her eyes ran over bitterly for coldness 
and neglect. There was, indeed, her mother to fly to ; but 
she never had been otherwise than a very quiet creature, who 
made but little show of what feeling she possessed; and then 
the daughter's loving heart was afifectionately jealous of her 
father too. 

"Why should he be so cold, vdth all his impetuosity; so 
formal, in spite of his rapidity; so little generous of spirit, 
notwithstanding all his wonderful prosperity ? " 

Ah, Maria, if you had not been quite so unsophisticated, you 
would have left out the latter "notwithstanding." Nothing 
hardens the heart, dear child, like prosperity; and nothing 
dries up the affections more effectually than this hot pursuit of 
wealth. The deeper a man digs into the gold mine, the less 
able, ay, less willing, is he to breathe the sweet air of upper 
earth, or to bask in the daylight of heaven : downward, down- 
ward still, he casts the anchor of his grovelling affections, and 
neither can nor will have a heart for anything but gold. 

Moreover, have you wondered, dear Maria, at the common 
fEict (one sees it in every street, in every village), that parental 
love is oftenest at its zenith in the nursery, and then falls 
lower and lower on the firmament of human life, as the child 
gets older and older? Look at all dumb brutes, the lower 
animals of this our earth ; is it not thus by nature's law with 
them ? The lioness will perish to preserve that very whelp, 
whom she will rend a year or two hence, meeting the young 
lion in the forest ; the hen, so careful of her callow brood, will 
peck at them, and buffet them away, directly they are fully 
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fledged ; the cow forgets how much she once loved yonder well- 
grown heifer ; and the terrier-hitch fights for a bit of gristle 
with her own two-year-old, whom she used to nurse so tenderlj, 
and &m]shed her own bowels to feed. And can joa expect 
that men, who make as little use as possible of Heart, that 
unlucratire commodity — who only exercise Reason for shrewd 
purposes of gain, not wise purposes of good, and who might as 
well belong to Cunningham's " City of O.** for any Souls they 
seem to carry about with them — can you expect that such 
unaffectioned, unintelligent, unspiritoalised animals can rise 
far above the brute in feeling for their offspring ? No, Maria; 
the nursery plaything grows into the exiled schoolboy ; and the 
poor child, weaned from all he ought to love, soon comes to be 
regarded in the light of an expensive youth ; he is kept at arm's 
length, unblest, uncaressed, unloved, unknown ; then he grows 
up apace, and tops his father'is inches ; he is a man now, and 
may well be turned adrift ; if he can manage to make money, 
they are friends; but if he can only contrive to spend it, 
enemies. Then the complacent father moans about ingra- 
titude, for he did his duty by the boy in sending him to 
school ! 

O faults and follies of the bygone times, which lingered even 
to a generation now speedily passing away! — ^ye are waning 
with it, and a better dawn has broken on the world. Happily 
for man, the multiplication of his kind, and pervading compe- 
tition in all manner of things mercantile, are breaking down 
monopolies, and hindering unjust accumulation, with its neces- 
sary love of gain. " Satisfied with little " is young England's 
cry ; a better motto than the " Craving after much " of their 
fathers. No longer immersed, single-handed, in a worldly 
business, which seven competitors now relieve him of; no 
longer engrossed with the mint of golden gains, which a dozen 
honest rivals now are sharing with him eagerly, the parent has 
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leisure to instruct his children's minds, to take an interest in 
their pursuits, and to cultivate their best affections. Home is 
JQO longer the place perpetually to be driven from ; the voices 
of parental duty and domestic love are thrillinglj raised to lead 
the tuneful chorus of society; and fathers, as well as mothers, 
are beginning to desire that their children may be able to 
remember them hereafter as the evjer sympathising friend, the 
vnsely indulgent teacher, the guide of their religion, and the 
guardian of their love ; quite as much as ike payer of their 
bills, and thd filler of their purses. 

The misfortune of a past and passing generation has been^ 
too much money in too few hands ; its feult, neglect of duty ; 
its folly, to expect therefrom the too high meed of well-earned 
gratitude ; and from this triple root has grown up social selfish- 
ness, a general lack of Heart. No parent ever yet, since the 
world' was, did his duty properly, as God intended him to do it, 
by the affections of the mind and the yearnings of the heart, as 
well as by the welfare of the body with its means, and lived to 
complain of an ungrateful child. He m&y think he did his 
duty; oh yes, good easy man, and say so too, very, very 
bitterly; and the world may echo his most partial verdict, 
crying shame on the unnatural Gonenl and Began, bad 
daughters who despise the Lear in old age, or on the dissolute 
and graceless youth, whose education cost so much and yields 
80 very little. But mojxey cannot compensate that maiden or 
that youth for early and habitual injustice done to their budding 
minds, their sensitive hearts, their craving souls, in higher, 
deeper, holier things than even cash could buy. '* Home* 
affections" — this ma the magic phrase inscribed upon the 
taUsman they stole from that graceless youth ; and the loss of 
home affections is scantly counterbalanced at the best by a 
critical acquaintance with " Dawes's Canons," and " Bos on • 
Ellipses," in his ardent spring of life, and by a little more of 

Heart, c 
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the paternal eantings which the Legacy-office gives him in his 
manhood. 

But let us not condemn generations past and passing, and 
wink at our own-time sins ; we have many motes yet in our 
eyes, not to call them very heams. The infant school, the 
factory, the Union, and other wholesale centralisations, ruin 
the affections of our poor. for the spinning-wheel again 
within the homely cottage, and those difficult spellings by the 
grand-dame's knee ! There is wisdom and stability in a land 
thickset with such early local anchorages ; but the other is all 
fiodse, republican, and unaffectioned. So, too, the luxurious city 
club has cheated many a young pair of their just domestic hap- 
piness, for the husband grew dissatisfied with home and all its 
poor humilities ; whilst a bad political philosophy, discouraging 
marriage and denouncing offspring, has insidiously crept into 
the very core of private fEunilies, setting children against 
parents and parents against children, because a cold expe- 
diency winks at the decay of morals, and all united social 
influences strike at the sacrifice of Heart. 

We are forgetting you, poor affectionate Maria, and yet will 
it comfort your charity to listen. For the time is coming, yea, 
now is, when a more generous, though poorer, age will condemn 
the mammon frenzy of that which has preceded it. Boldly do 
we push our standards in advance, pressing on the flying foe, 
certain that a gallant band will follow. Fearlessly, here and 
there, is heard the voice of some solitary zealot, some isolated 
missionaiy for love and truth and philanthropic good, some 
dauntless apostle in the cause of Heart, denouncing selfish 
wealth as the canker of society : and, hark ! that voice is not 
alone ; there is a murmur on the breeze as the sound of many 
waters ; it comes, it comes, and the young have caught it up ; 
and manhood hears the thrilling strain that sinks into his soul; 
andold age, feebly listening, wonders (never too late) that he 
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had not hitherto been wiser ; and the whole social universe, 
electrically touched from man to man, I hear them- I hear 
them in their new-bom generosities, penitently shouting 
" God and Heart ! ** even louder than they execrate the 
memory of Dagon 



oS 
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CHAPTER IV 

EXCUSATORT. 

It really may be numbered among doubts whether it is 
possible to exiaggerate the dangers into which a fictiomst may 
fall. My marvel is, that any go unstabbed. How on earth 
did Cervantes continue to grow old, after having pointed the 
finger of derision at all grave Spain ? There is Boccaccio, too ; 
he lived to turn three-score, in spite of the thousand husbands 
and wives, who might pretty well imagine that he spoke of 
them. Only consider how many villains, drawn to the life, 
Walter Scott created. What ? were there no heads found to 
fit his many caps, hats, helmets, and other capillary properties ? 
What ? are we so blind, so few of friends, that we cannot 
each pick out of our social circles Mrs. Gore's Dowager, 
Mrs. Grey's Flirt, Mrs. Trollope's Widow, and Boz's Mrs. 
Nickleby ? Who can help thinking of his lawyer, when he 
makes acquaintance with those immortal firms, Dodson and 
Fogg, or Quirk, Snap, and Gammon? Is not Wrexhill 
libellous, and Dr. Hookwell personal ? Arise ! avenge them 
both, ye zealous congregations ! Why slumber pistols, that 
should damage Bulwer ? Why are the clasp-knives sheathed, 
which should have drunk the blood of James ? Hath every 
**[dash] good-natured friend" forgotten to be officious, and 
neglected to demonstrate to relations and acquaintances that 
this white villain is Mr. A., and that old virgin poor Miss B.? 
Speak, Plumer Ward, courageous veteran. Have the critics 
yet forgiven Mr. John Paragraph — forgotten, is impossible? 
and how is it no housekeeper has arseniced my soup-^0 
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rash recruit, for the mysteries of Perquisite divulged in 
Mrs. Quarles? 

A dangerous craft is the tale-\mght*s, and difficult as 
dangerous. Human nature goes in casts, as garden-pots do. 
Look, you ! the crowd of thumb-pots ; mean little tiny minds 
in multitudes, as near alike as possible. Then there are the 
frequent thirty-twos, average " clever creatures " in this mental 
age, wherein no one can make an ordinary how-d ye-do ac- 
quaintance without being advertised of his or her surprising 
talents : and to pass by all intermediate sizes, here and there 
standing by himself, in all the prickly pride of an immortal 
aloe, some one big pot monopolises all the cast of earth, 
domineering over the conservatory as Brutus's colossal CsBsar, 
pr his metempsychosis in a Wellington. 

Again : no painter ever yet drew life-likeness, who had not 
the living models at least in his mind's eye: but no good 
painter ever yet betrayed the model in his figure ; unless 
(though these instances are rarish too) we except, pa^ce 
Lawrence, the mystery of portraiture. He takes indeed a 
line here and a colour there ; but he softens this and heightens 
that; so that none but he can well discover any trace of 
Homer's noble head in yonder sightless beggar, or Juno's 
queenly form in the Welsh woman trudging with her straw- 
berry load to Covent Garden Market. 

Flatter not thyself, fair Helen, I have not pictured thee in 
gentle Grace ; tremble not, my little white friend Clatter, thou 
art by no means Simon Jennings. Dark Caroline Blunt, it is 
true thou hast fine eyes ; nevertheless, in nothing else (I am 
sorry to assure thee) art thou at all like Emily Warren. 
Flaunting Lady Busbury, be calm ; if you had not been so 
wrathful I never should have thought of you— undoubtedly you 
are not the type of Mrs. Tracy. 

Why will all these people don my imaginary characters ? 
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Truly, it may seem to be a compliment, as proving that they 
speak from heart to heart, of universal human nature, not 
unaptly ; still is their inventor or- creator embarrassed terribly 
by such imwelcome honours; your precious balms oppress 
him, gentle friends ; lift off your palm branches ; indeed, he 
is unworthy of these petty triumphs ; and to be serious, he 
detests them. 

No : once and for all let a plain first person say it, I abjure 
personalities ; my arrows are shot at a venture : and if they 
hit any one at all, it is only that he stands in my shaft's way, 
and the harness of his conscience is unbuckled. The target 
of my feeble aim is general — to pierce the heart of evil, evil in 
the form of social heartlessness : it is no fault of mine, if some 
alarmed particulars will crowd about the mark. Ideal cha- 
racters, ideal incidents, ideal scenes, — to these I honestly 
pledge myself : but as most men have two eyes, being neither 
naturally monocular nor triooular, so most men of their own 
special cast have similar distinguishable sympathies. 

The overweening love of money is a seed, a soil, and a sua 
that generates a certain crop : the aim of my poor husbandry 
is only to reap this ; but my sickle does not wish to wound 
the growers : let them stand aside ; or better far, let them 
help me cut those rsmk and clogging tares, and bind them up 
in bundles to be burned. Heart is a sweet-smelling shrub, 
ill to stand against the chilling breath of worldliness : my 
small care desires to cherish this ; gather round it, friends, 
shelter it beside me. How many fragrant flowers are now 
bursting into beauty! how cheering is their scent I how 
healthful the aroma of their bloom ! Pluck them with me ; 
they are sweet, delicate, and lustrous to look upon, even as the 
night-blowing Cereus. 

Henceforth, then, social circle, feel at peace with such as I 
am, whose public parable would teach, without any thought of 
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personality, entirely disclaiming private interpretations ; there 
are other people stout beside one's uncle, other people deaf 
beside one's aunt. Sir Thomas Dillaway is not alderman 
Bunco, nor any other friend or foe I wot of : a mere creature 
of the counting house, he is a human ledger-mushroom : rub 
away the mildew from your hearts, if any seem to see your- 
selves in him : neither have I ventured to transplant Miss 
Cassiopeia Curtis's red hair to dear Maria's head : imitate her 
graces, if you will, maiden ; but charge me not with copying 
your locks. Though " my son Jack " be a boisteijous big 
rogue, on 'Change, and off it, — ^let not mine own honest 
stockbroker put that hat upon his head, in the monomania 
that it fits him, because he may heretofore have been both 
Bull and Bear : and as for any other heroes, yet to come upon 
this scene, to enact the tragedy or comedy of Heart, — " Ejiow 
all men by these presents " — ^your humble servant's will is to 
smite bad principles, not ofiPending peiBons ; to crusade against 
evil manners, not his guilty fellow-men. 

Woe is me ! who am I, that I should satuise my brethren ? 
— ^Yet, woe is me, — ^if silently I hide the sin I see. Make me 
not an offender for a word, seeing that my purposes are good. 
Be not hypercritical, for Heart's sake, against a ma-n whose 
aim it is to help the cause of Heart. Neither count it sufiGl« 
cient to answer me with an inconclusive " tu quoqm ;" I know 
it, I feel it, I confess it, I would away with it Heaven send 
to him that writes, as liberally as to those who read (yea, 
more, according to his deeper needs and failings) the grace to 
counteract all Mammonising blights, and to cultivate this 
garden of the Hisarit 
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CHAPTER V. 

WHEREIN A WBLL-HBANINQ MOTHER ACTS YERT FOOLISHLT. 

Ketubned from her unsuccessful embassage, Lady Dillawaj 
determined^ kind calm soul, to hide the bitter truth from poor 
Maria, that her father was inexorably averse. A scene was of 
all things that identical article least liked by the quiescent 
mother ; and that her warm-hearted daughter would enact one, 
if she heard those echoes of paternal love, was clearly a problem 
requiring no demonstration. 

Accordingly, with well-intended kindliness, but shallomsh 
wisdom, and most questionable propriety, Maria was persuaded 
to believe that her father had hem'd and haw'd a little, had 
objected no doubt to Heniy's lack of money, but would 
certainly on second thoughts consider the affair more favourably : 

" You know your father's way, my love ; leave him to himself, 
and I am sure his better feelings will not fail to plead your 
cause : it will be prudent, however, just for quiet's sake, to see 
less of Henry Clements for a day or two, till the novelty of my 
intelligence blows over. Meantime, do not cry, dear ciiild; 
take courage, all will be well ; and I will give you my free 
leave to console your Henry too." 

'* Dearest, dearest mamma, how can I thank you sufficiently 
for all this ? But why may I not now at once fly to papa, 
tell him all I feel and wish cordially and openly, and touch his 
dear kind heart ? I am sure he would give us both his sanction 
and his blessing, if he only knew how much I love him, and my 
own dear Henry." 

" Sweet child," sighed out mamma, " I wish he would, I 
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trust he would, I believe he mil mdeed some day : but be 
advised by me, Maria, I know your father better than you do ; 
only keep quiet, and all will come round well. Do not broach 
the subject to him, — ^be still, quite still ; and, above all, be 
careful that your fSEither does not yet awhile meet Mr. Clements." 

" But, dearest mamma, how can I be so silent when my 
heart is full ? and then I hate that gloomy sort of secresy. Do 
let me ask papa, and tell him all myself. Perhaps he himself 
will kindly break the ice for me, now that your dear mouth 
has told Jiim all, mamma. How I wish he would ! " 

" Alas, Maria, you are always so sanguine : your father is 
not much given, I fear, to that sort of sociality. No, my love ; 
if you will only be ruled by me, and will do as I do, managing 
to hold your tongue, I think you need not apprehend many 
conversational advances on your father's part." 

Poor Maria had more than one reason to fear all this was 
true, too true ; so her lip only quivered, and her eyes overflowed 
as usual. 

Thereafter, Lady Dillaway had all the talk to herself, and 
she smoothly whispered on without let or hindrance; and 
what between really hoping things kindly of her husband's 
better feelings, and desiring to lighten the anxieties of dear 
Maria's heart, she placed the whole aSsir in such a calm, 
warm, and glowing Claude-light, as apparently to supply an 
emendation j[no doubt the right reading) to the well-known 
aphorism, — 

" The course of true love nerer did run smootli-er." 

In fine, our warm and confiding Maria ran up to her own 
room quite elated after that interview : and she heartily 
thanked God that those dreaded obstacles to her aflfection were 
so easily got over, and that her dear, dear father had proved 
60 kind. 
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It is quite a work of supererogation to report how speedily 
the welcome news were made known, Ijy bille^doux to Henry 
Clements ; but they rather smote his conscience, too, when he 
reflected that he had not yet made formal petition to the 
Powers on his own account. To be sure, they (the lovers, to 
wit,) were engaged only yesterday,' quite in an unintended 
though delightful way : and, previously to that important t§te- 
artSte, however much he may have thought of only dear Maria 
— however frequently he found himself beside her in the circle 
of their many mutual friends — however happily he lK)ped for 
her love — ^however foolishly he reveried about her kindness in 
the solitude of his Temple garret, — still he never yet had seen 
occasion to screw liis courage to the sticking point, and boldly 
place his bliss at hard Sir Thomas's disposal. Some day — ^not 
yet — ^perhaps next week, at any rate not exactly to-day, — these 
were his natural excuses ; and they availed him even to the 
other side of that social Rubicon, engagement. Nevertheless, 
now at length something must decidedly be done ; and, within 
half an hour, Finsbury's deserted Square echoed to the heroic 
knock of Mr. Henry Clements, fully determined upon claiming 
his Maria at her father's hands. 

The knight was out ; probably, or rather certainly, not yet 
returned from his counting-house in St. Benet's Sherehog. 
So, perforce, our hero could only have an audience with his lady. 

The same glossing over of unpalatable truths — ^the same 
quiet-breathing counsel — ^the same tranquil sort of hopefulness, 
— ^fully satisfied the lover that his cause was gained. How 
could he think otherwise? In the father's absence he had 
broached that mighty topic to the mother, who even now hailed 
him as her son, and promised him his father's fiBivour. What 
could be more delicious than all this ? and what more honour* 
able, while prudent, too, and filial, than to acquiesce in Lady 
Dillaway's fears about her husband's nervousness at the sight 
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of one who was to take from him an only and beloved 
daughter? It was delicacy itself — charming; and Henry 
determined to make his presence, for the first few days, as 
scarce as possible in the sight of that afibctionate father. 

And thus it came to pass that two open and most honourable 
minds, pledged to heartiest love, could not find one speck of 
sin in loving on clandestinely. Nay, was it clandestine at all ? 
Is it, then, merely a legal fiction, and not a religious truth, 
that husband and wife are one ? and is it not quite as much a 
matrimonial as a moral one that fither and mother are so too ? 
Was it not decidedly enough to have spoken to the latter, 
especially when she undertook to answer for the former ? Sir 
Thomas was a man engrossed in business, and, doubtless, left 
such afiairs of the Heart to the kinder keeping of Lady 
Dillaway. No ; there was nothing secret or cliEindestine in the 
matter ; and I entirely absolve both Henry and Maria. They 
could not well have acted otherwise ; if any harm should come 
of it, the mother is to blame. 

Lady Dillaway, without doubt, should have known her 
husband better; but her tranquil love of our dear Maria 
seemed to have infatuated her into simply believing — what 
she so much wished — ^her happiness secure. She heeded not 
how little sympathy Sir Thomas felt with lovers; and only 
encouraged her innocent child to play the dangerous game of 
unconscious disobedience. Accordingly, consistent with that 
same quiet kindness of character which had smoothed away all 
difficulties hitherto, the indulgent mother now allowed the 
loving pair to meet alone, for the first time permissively, to 
tell each other all their happiness. Lady Dillaway left the 
drawing-room, and sent Maria to the heart that beat with hers. 

Who shall describe the beauty of that interview, — the gush 
of first affections bursting up unchecked, unbidden, as hot 
springs round the Hecla of this icy world I They loved and 
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were beloved, openly, devotedly, sincerely, disinterestedly. 
Henry had never calculated once how much the city knight 
could give his daughter; and as for Maria, if she had not 
naturally been a girl all heart, the home wherein she was 
brought up had so disgusted her of still repeated riches, that 
(it is easy of belief) the Yeiy name of poverty would be music 
to her ears. Accordingly, how they flew into each other's 
arms, and shed many happy tears, and Jsissed many kindest 
kisses, and looked many tenderest things, and said many loving 
words, "let Petrarch's spirit in heroics sing: " as for our 
present prosaical Muse, she delights in such affections too 
naturally and simply to wish to cripple them with rhymes, or 
confine them in sonnets; she despises decoration of simple 
and beautiful Nature — gilding gold, and painting lilies ; and 
she loves to throw the veil of secret sanctity over all such 
heaven-blest attachments. " Hence ! ye profane,"— these are 
no common lovers; I believe their spirits, still united in 
affections that will increase vdth time, will go down to the 
valley of death unchangeably togedier; and will thence 
emerge to brighter bliss hand in hand throughout eternity — a 
double Heart with one pulse, loving God, and good, and one 
another ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

PLEASANT BROTHER JOHN. 

" Ho, ho ! I suspected as much ; — so this fellow Clements 
has been hanging about us at parties and dropping in here so 
often, for the sake of Miss Maria, ey ? " — For the door had 
noisily burst open to let in Mr. John Dillaway, who under- 
grumbled as above. 

*• Dear John, I am so rejoiced to see you ; I am sure it will 
make you as happy as myself, brother, to hear the good news : 

papa and mamma are so kind, and 1 need not introduce 

to you my you have often met him here, John, — Mr* 

Henry Clements." 

" Sir, your most obedient.** The vulgar little purse-proud 
citizen made an impudent sort of distant bow, and looked for 
all the world like a coated Caliban sarcastically cringing to a 
well-bred Ferdinand. 

. Poor Henry felt quite taken aback at such frigid formality ; 
and dear Maria's very heart was in her mouth : but the brother 
tartly added, " If Mr. Clements wishes to see Sir Thomas 
tliat *s his knock : he was following me close behind ; I saw 
him ; but, as I make it a point never to walk with the governor, 
perhaps it 's as well for you two I dropped in first by way of 
notice, ey ? " 

It was a dilemma, certainly, — after all that Lady Dillaway 
had said and recommended : fortimately, however, her lord the 
knight, when the street door was open to him, hastened straight* 
way to his own " study," where he had to consult some treatise 
upon tare and tret, and a recent pamphlet upon the undoubted 
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social duty, " Eun for Gold ; " so that awkward encounter was 
avoided ; and Mr. Clements, taking up his hat, was enabled to 
accomplish a dignified retreat. 

** Dear John, your manner grieves me ; I wish you had been 
kinder to my — to Heniy Clements." 

" Oh, you do, do you ? does the governor know of all this ? 
the fellow 's a beggar." 

** For shame, John ! you shall not call i^y noble Heniy such 
names : of course Papa has heard all." 

" And approves of all this spooneying, ey. Miss ? " 

" Brother, brother, do be gentler with me : Mamma's great 
kindness has smoothed away all objections, and surely you will 
be glad, John, to have at last a brother of your own to lov« you 
as I do." 

" Ey ? what ? another thief to go shares with me when the 
governor cuts up? Thank you, Miss, I 'd rather be excused. 
You are quite enough, I can tell you, for you make my whole a 
half ; nobody wants a third : much obliged to yott, though.** 
[Inte^ections may as weH be understood.} 

'* O, dear brother, you hurt me, indeed you do : I am sure 
(if it were right to say so) I would not wish to live a minute, if 
poor Maria's death could — could make you happier : — John, 
mj heart will—" [Her tears can as readily be understood as 
his interjectionsj 

If a domestic railroad could have been cleverly constructed 
to Maria's chamber from eveiy rpom in that great house, it 
would have stood her in good stead ; for every day, from some 
room or other, this poor girl of feeling had to rush up stairs in 
a torrent of ^ef. Yearning after sympathy and love, neither 
felt nor understood by the minds with whom she herded, a trio 
of worldliness, apathy, and coarse brutality, her bosom ached as 
an en^pty void : treated with habitual neglect and cold indif^ 
ference, made various (as occasion might present) by stem re- 
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bake or bitter sarcasm, her heart was sore within its cell, and 
the poor dear child lived a life of daily martyrdom, her feelings 
smitten upon the desecrated altar of home by the '* foes of her 
own household." 

And not least hostile in the band of those home-foes was this 
only brother, John. Look at him as he stands alone there, 
muttering after her as she ran up stairs, '' Plague take the 
girl," and let me tell you what I know of him. 

That thdikset form, with its pock-marked &oe, imprisons as 
base a spirit as Baal's. He was a chip of the old block, and 
something more. If the fiither had a heart with ''gold" 
written on it, the son had no heart at all, but gold was in ita 
place. Thoroughly unscrupulous as to ways and means, and 
simply acting on the phrase '' quocunque modo rem," he seemed 
to have neither conscience of evil, nor dread of danger. In two 
words, he was a "bold bad " man, divested equally of fear and 
feeling. The memoirs of his past life hitherto, without con- 
troversy very little edifying, may be guessed with quite sufficient 
accuracy for all characteristic purposes from the coarse, sensual, 
worldly, and iniquitous result now standing for his portraiture 
before us. We will waste on such a type of heartlessness as 
few words as possible : let his conduct show the man. 

Just now, this worthy had risen into high favour with his 
£Bither : we already know why ; he had suddenly got rich on his 
own account, and for that veiy sufficient reason drew any 
additional sums he pleased on " the' governor's." The trick or 
two, whereat Sir Thomas hinted, and which so wise a man 
would not have blabbed to fools, are worthy of record ; not 
merely as illustrative of character, but (in one case at least, as 
we may find hereafter) for the sake of ulterior consequences. 

John Dillaway's first exploit in the money-making line was 
a clever one. He managed to possess himself of a carrier 
pigeon of the Antwerp breed, one among a flock kept for stock- 
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jobbing purposes by a certain great capitalist ; and he contrived 
that this trained bird should wheel down among the merchants 
just at noon one fine day in the Eoyal Exchange. The billet 
under its wing contained certain cabalistic characters, and the 
plainspoken intelligence, " Louis Philippe est mort ! " In a 
minute after these most revolutionising news, French funds, 
then at 112, were toppling down below 90, and our prudent 
John was buying stock in all directions : nay, he even made 
some considerable bargains at 87. There was a complete panic 
in the market, and wretched was the man who possessed 
French fives. The afternoon's work so beautifully finished, 
John spent that night as true-bom Britons are reported to have 
done before the battle of Hastings, rioting in drunken bliss, and 
panting for the morrow ; and when the morrow came, and the 
Paris post, with it, I must leave it to be understood with what 
complacency of triumph our enterprising stock-jobber hastened 
to sell again at 114, pocketing, in the aggregate, a difference 
of several thousand pounds. It was a feat altogether to ravish 
a delighted father's heart, and no wonder that he counted 
John so great a comfort. 

Trick number two had been at once even more lucrative and 
more dangerous. As a stock-broker, this enterprising Mr. 
Dillaway had peculiar opportunities of investigating closely 
certain records in the office for unclaimed dividends : he had 
an object in such close inspection, and he discovered soon that 
one Mrs. Jane Mackenzie of Ballyriggan near Belfast was a 
considerable proprietor, and had made no claim for years. 
Why should so much money lie idle? Was the woman dead? 
Probably not; for in that case executors or administrators 
would have touched it. Legatees and next of kin are littie apt 
to forget such matters. Well, then, if this Mrs. Jane Mac- 
kenzie is alive, she must be a careless old fool, and we '11 try if 
we can't kill her on paper, and so come in for spoils instead of 
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kith and kin. " Shrewd Jack," as they called him in the 
Alley, chuckled within himself at so feasihle a plot. 

Accordingly, in an artful and well-concocted way, which we 
may readily conceive hut it were weary to detail, John Dill- 
away managed to forge a will of Jane Mackenzie aforesaid ; 
and inducing some dressed-up '' ladies " of his acquaintance to 
personate the weeping nieced of the deceased, (douhtless with 
no lack of Irish witnesses heside, competent to swear to any- 
thing,) he contrived to pass prohate at Doctors* Commons, and 
get £12,043 Bank Annuities transferred, as per will, to the 
two ladies legatees. As the munificent douceur of a thousand 
pounds a-piece had (for the present) stopped the mouths of 
those suppositious nieces, who stipulated for not a farthing 
more nor less, — clever John Dillaway a second time had the 
filial opportunity of rejoicing his father's heart hy this whole- 
sale money-making. Ten thousand pounds Bank stock was 
manifestly a good day's work ; and seeing our John had not 
appeared at all in the transaction, even as the ladies' stock- 
hroker, things were made so safe, that the chuckling Knight, 
when he heard all this, (alheit he did tenderly fie, fie, a little 
at first,) was soon induced to think " my son Jack " the very 
hest hoy and the very cleverest dog in Christendom : at once 
a parent's pride and joy. Yes, Lady Dillaway — such a comfort ! 
And the worshipful stationer apostrophized *' rich Jack " with 
lips that seemed to smack of Creasy's Brighton Sauce, whilst 
his calm spouse was led to acquiesce in her amiahle John's 
good fortune. The mystified mother little guessed that it 
was felony. 

This good son's new-horn wealth, heside the now liheral 
paternal largess, (for his allowance grew larger in proportion 
as he might seem to need it less,) of course availed to introduce 
him to some fashionahle and estimahle circles of society, whither 
it may not he at all times discreet in us to follow him i among^ ' 

ffea/rt, D 
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other places, whether or not the Pandemonium in German 
Street proved to him another gold mine, we have not yet 
heard ; but John Dillaway was often there, the intimate friend 
of many splendid cavaliers who lived upon their industry, 
liEimiliar with a whole rookery of black legs, patron of two or 
three pigeonable city sparks, and, on the whole, fiusher of 
money than ever. His quiet mother, if she oared about her 
son at all, and probably she did care when her health permitted, 
might well be apprehensive on the score of that increasing 
wealth which made the father's joy. 

However, with all his prosperity, Mr. John as yet professed 
himself by no means satisfied ; he was &r too greedy of gain, 
and ever since he had come to man's estate, had amiably 
longed to be an only child. Not that he heeded a monopoly of 
the parental feelings and affections, nor even that he meditated 
murdering Maria, — oh dear no, rather too troublesome that» 
and quite unnecessary; it would be entirely sufficient if he 
could manage so to influence his £sither as to cut that super-, 
fiuous sister Maria very short indeed in the matter of cash. 
With this generous and amiable view, he now for a course of 
sundry years had whispered, back-bitten, and lied ; he had, as 
occasion offered, taken mean advantage of Maria's x>utspeaking 
honesty, had set her warm-hearted sayings and charitable 
doings in the fiedsest lights, and had entirely " mildewed the 
ear " of her listening papa. The Kiiight in truth listened un- 
reluctantly ; it was consolation, if not happiness to him, if he 
could make or find excuses for harshness to a being that would 
not worship wealth ; it would be joy and pride, and an honour 
to bis idol, if he should keep Maria pretty short of cash, and 
so make her own its preciousness ; triumphant would he feel, 
83 a merely-monied man, to see troublesome obtrusive Heart, 
with all its win-ways and whimperings, and incomprehensible 
Spirituality, with its sermons and its prayers, bending before 
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him "for a bit of bread." Yes, poor loving disinterested 
Maria ran eveiy chance of being disinherited, from the false 
mtness of her brother, simply because she gave him antecedent 
opportmiities, by her honest likings and dislikings, by her bold 
rebuke of wrong and open zeal for right, by her scorn of 
hypocrisies as to what she did feel or did not feel, and by the 
unpopular fact that she wore a heart, and refused to be the 
galley slave of gold. 

" Ho, ho, then," said our crafty John, " we shall soon set 
this all right with our governor: thank you for the chance, 
Miss Maria. If father doesn't kick out this Clements, and 
cut you off with a shilling, he is not Sir Thomas, and I am not 
his son." 



I>» 
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CHAPTER VII. 

PROTIDENCB S£ES FIT TO HKLP TILLAINT. 

" Now, that 's what I call bones." 

It was a currish image, suggestive of the choicest satisfaction. 
Let us try to discover what good news such an idiosyncrasy as 
that of John Dillaway would be pleased to designate as " bones." 
He had forthwith gone to his father's room as merry at the 
chance of ousting poor Maria, as the heartlessness of avarice 
could make him ; and omnipresent authorship jotted down the 
dialogue that follows. 

" So, governor, there 's to be a wedding here, I find; when 
does it come off?" 

" Ey, what ? a wedding ? whose ? " 

" Oh, ho, — you don't know, ey ? I guessed as much : what 
do you think now of our laughing and crying and kissing and 
praying Miss Maria with — " 

" Not that beggar Clements ? Ey, what ? d " &c., &c. 

" Ha, ha, ha, ha ! I thought so ; why not, governor ? Are 
you an old mole, that you haven't seen it these six weeks? 
Are you stone deaf, that all their pretty speeches have been 
wasted on you ? All I can say is, if Mr. and Mrs. Clements 
an't spliced, it 's pretty well time they should be, and — " 

Sir Thomas Dillaway rattled out so terrible an oath about 
Maria's disinheritance if she ventured upon marriage, that 
even John was staggered at such a dreadful curse ; neverthe- 
less, an instantaneous reflection soon caused that curse to be 
viewed metaphorically as a " bone ; " and the generous brother 
cautiously proceeded, — 
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"Why, governor, all this is veiy odd, must say; when I 
caught 'em kissing up there ten minutes ago, they were sharp 
enough to swear you knew all ahout it, and that you were so 
* very, very kind.* " 

How is it possible, intelligent reader, to avoid perpetual 
allusion to an oath ? We must not pare the lion's claws, and 
give bad men soft speeches : prithee supply an occasional inter- 
jection, and believe that in this place Sir Thomas swore most 
awfully : then, in a complete frenzy, he vowed he " would turn 
Maria out of house and home this minute." This was another 
** bone " clearly. 

But it was now politic to calm him. Shrewd Jack was well 
aware that Maria would relinquish all, and sacrifice, not merely 
her own heart, but her Henry's too, rather than be guilty of 
filial disobedience. All this storming, hopeful as it looked, 
might still be premature, and do no substantial good ; nay, if 
this wrath broke out too soon, Maria would at once give way, 
become more dutiful than ever, and his golden chance was 
gone. No: they were not married yet. Let the wedding 
somehow first take place, and then, and then — ! for now he 
knew which way the wind blew ; so the scheming youth calmed 
his rising triumphs, and counselled his progenitor as follows : — 

" Well, governor, I never saw so green a blade in all my bom 
days. Can't you see, now, that it 's all cram this, just to put 
you in spirits, old boy, in case of such things happening ? It 
was wicked too of me to tease you so, — but I'm so jolly, 
governor ; such luck in German Street, — I knew you'd like a 
joke served with sauce as rich as this is, ey ? only look ! " It 
was half a hatful of bank notes raked up at the hazard table. 

Sir Thomas's grey eyes darted swiftly at the spoil ; often as 
he had warned and scolded Jack about the matter of German 
Street (for Jack was bold enough never to conceal one of his 
little foibles), the father now had nothing to object; for, in his 
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philosophy, the end justified the means. With most of this 
wise world, he looked upon success as in the nature of virtue, 
and failure as the surest sign of vice ; accordingly, his ire was 
diverted on the moment, and blazed in admiration of son. 
Jack; and that estimable creiatariB immediately determined it 
was wise to speak in tones of unwonted affection respecting 
his sister. 

'' Now, governor, I put it to you plump, isn't this hatful 
enough to make a man beside himself, so as not to stick at a 
white lie or two? Dear Maoria there is no more going to 
become a Mrs. Clements than you are ; she cut the fellow dead 
long ago : so mind, that 's a tough old bird, you don.^ say one 
word to her about him ; it would be just raking up the cinders 
again, you know, and you might be fool enough to raise a flame. 
No, governor, if it 's any consolation to you, that pauper con- 
nection has been all at an end tihis month ; not but what the 
beggar 's got my mother's ear still, I fancy ; but as to Maria* 
she detests him. So take my advice, and don *t tease the poor 
girl about the business. Now, then, that this is all settled, and 
now that you 're all the merrier for that siQy bit of storming at 
nothing, just listen : tlie wedding 's my ^own ! — ^isn't Jack 
Dillaway a clever fellow now, to have caught a Eight Honour- 
able Ladyship, with a park in Yorkshire, a palace in Wales, 
and a mansion in Grosvenor Square?" 

At this extempore invention, the delighted parent rained so. 
many blessings on his progeny, that John knew the tide was 
turned at once. Our ex-Lord Mayor had high ambitions, dating 
from that year of glory onwards ; so, nothing could be more 
prudent or well-timed than this ideal aristocratic connection^ 
Jack was a good fellow, a dear boy; and he added to his 
apparent amiabilities now by reiterating counsels of kindness 
and of silence towards *' poor dear sister Maria, whom he had 
been making the scapegoat all this time ; " after which done, 
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our stock-jobber feigned a pressing engagement with some 
fiEtshionable friends, and left his fEither to rominate upon his 
worth in lonely admiration. 

Well ; if that clever and gratuitous lie was not another 
** bone," I am at a loss to know what could be a "bone " to 
such a hound ; therefore it appears that Dillaway had three of 
them at least to gladden him in solitude ; and he went on re- 
vealing to wonder-stricken angels, and to as, the secrets of his 
cxafty soul, as he thus soliloquized :— - 

" Yes, marry the fools first, and then for spoils- at leisure ; 
it won't be easy though, she *s so consummate fihal, and he so 
bloated up with honour. They 11 never wed, I 'm clear, unless 
the governor 's by to bless 'em ; and as to managing that and 
the cutting-adrift scheme too, one kills the other. How the 
deuce to do it ? — Ey, — do I see a light ?" 

He did. A little lurid sulphureous gleam upon the mid 
night of his mind seemed to show the way before him, as wisp« 
fire on the marsh. He did see a light, and its character 
was this.. 

Quite aware of his mother's tranquil hopefulness, and that 
his kind good sister was ingenuous as the day, he soon 
apprehended the state of afiGurs; and resolving to increase 
those misunderstandings on all sides, he quickly perceived that 
he could triumph in the keen Machiavellian policy, " divide et 
impera." The plan became more obvious as he calmly thought 
it out. Evidently, his first step must be to ingratiate himself 
with both Henry and Maria, as the sympathising brother, a very 
easy task among such charitable fools : number two should be to 
persuade them, as the mother did, that Sir Thomas, generally 
a reserved, unsocial man at home, (and that in especial to 
Maria,) was very nervous at the thought of losing his dear 
daughter, and (while he acquiesced in the common fate of 
parenta and the usual way of the world) begged that his coming 
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bereayement might be obtraded on him as little as possible — 
Mr. Clements always to avoid him, and Maria to hold her 
tongae : number three, to amuse his father all the way by the 
prospect of lus own high alliance, so as effectually to hoodwink 
him from what was going oil : and, number four, to send him 
up to Yorkshire a week hence (on some fooFs errand to inquire 
after the imaginary Coimtess*s imaginary mortgages), leaving 
behind him an autograph epistle (which our John well knew 
how to write) recommending " that the ceremony be performed 
immediately and in bis absence, to spare his feehngs on the 
spot," mentioning " Son John as his worthy substitute to give 
dear Maria away," and inclosing them at once his " blessing 
and a hundred pound note to help them on their honey- 
moon." 

John DiUaway, if craft be virtue, thou art an archangel : but 
if Heaven's chief reqairement is the Heart, thou art very like 
a devil, — very. If selfishness deserves the meed of praise, 
who more honourable than thou art ? But if a heartless man 
can never reach to happiness, I know who will live to curse the 
hour of his birth, and is doomed to perish miserably. 

It was a clever scheme, and had unscrupulous hands to work 
it. Mystified by quiet Lady Dillaway as our lovers had been 
from the first, entirely unsuspicious of all guile, and rejoicing 
in their brother's marvellous amiability, never surely were such 
happy days: always together while the Knight was at his 
counting-house, they gladly acquiesced in his beautifully pa- 
ternal nervousness : it was a delightful trait of character in the 
dear old man ; and a very respectable proof that Love is keen- 
eyed enough to believe what it wishes, but is stone-blind to 
anything which possibly might counteract its hopes. Then 
again, the mother was a close ally ; for having set her quiet 
heart upon the match, Lady Dillaway at once encouraged all 
John's sympathetic scheme, on the prudent principle of getting 
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the young couple inextricably married first, and then obliging 
her lord to be reconciled afterwards to what he could not help. 
Sir Thomas himself, poor blinkered creature, was full of the 
most aristocratical and wealthy fancies, and only yearned to 
inspect the acres of his future honourable grandchildren. He 
was, &om these fanciful causes, unusually af&ble and indulgent 
to Maria ; spoke so kindly always that she was all but dis- 
solving thrice a day ; and, from his constant reveries about the 
Countess, appeared perpetually to be brooding over dear Maria's 
soon approaching loss. Poor girl, more than once she had de- 
termined to give it all up, and make her fieither happy by 
serving him still in single blessedness : but then, how could 
she break dear Henry's heart, as well as her own ? No, no : 
they should live very near to Finsbury Square, and be in and 
out constantly, and papa should never miss her: how delightful 
was all this ! 

As for John himself, (our heartless model-man, strange con- 
trast to Maria's perfect charity!) he chuckled hugely as his 
scheme now ripened fast Ho had been long putting all things 
in train, for the wedding to-morrow. Everybody knew it except 
Sir Thomas, who, what between Jack's prudent watchfulness, 
his habitual counting-house hours, his usually unsocial silence, 
and his now asserted wish for " not one word upon the subject," 
was at once kept in total ignorance of all ; and yet, as ambassa- 
dorial John constantly gave out to Clements and Maria, in an 
amiable nervous state of neutral acquiescenca Next day, then, 
the besotted father was about to be packed post for Yorkshire; 
the important letter, with its inclosed bank note, was already 
written and sealed, as like the governor's hand as possible ; a 
licence had been long ago provided, and the clergyman bespoke, 
by the brotherly officiousness of John ; neither Henry Clements, 
who was too delicate, too unsuspecting for prudent business- 
papers, nor Maria, whose heart was never likely to have 
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conceived the thought, had even once alluded to a settlement ; 
Lady Dillaway vtsb lying, as her wont was, on her hahitual sofet, 
in tranquil ecstasy at to-morrow morning's wedding ; and Holy 
Providence, for wise purposes no douht, had seen fit to aid 
a villain in his deep-laid treacherous design. 

The Wednesday dawned : Sir Thomas was to be off early, 
poor man, all agog for Bight Honourable acres ; and Maria 
could no longer restrain the expression of her glad and grateful 
feelings. Up she got by six, threw herself in her kind dear 
father's way ; and though, to spare his feelings, she said not a * 
word about the marriage, prayed him on her knees for a 
blessing. . The startled parent, believing all this frantic show 
of feeling was sufficiently to be accounted for by his own long 
and no doubt dangerous journey, blessed her as devoutly as 
ever he could ; and when the carriage drove away, left her ia 
his study overcome with joy, affection, and admiration of his 
fine heart, exquisite sensibilities, and generous feelings. Then, 
as a crowning stone to all the bliss, if any lingering doubt 
existed in the mind of Clements, who had more than once 
expressed dislike at Sir Thomas's silent and unsatisfying symr 
pathy — ^the letter, the letter, whereof kind brother John, 
secretly initiated, had some days forewarned them of its pro* 
bability — that letter which explained at once all a father's 
kind anxieties, and made up for all his cold reserve, was found 
on Sir Thomas's own table! How amiable, how beautifully 
sensitive, how liberal too ! Lady Dillaway plumed herself in b^ 
whispering transport upon her just appreciation of the father's 
better feelings ; a kinder heart manifestiy never existed than 
her husband's, though he did take strange methods of proving 
it : the bridesmaids, two daughters of a friend and neighbour, 
privy to the coming mystery three days, approved highly of so 
unobtrusive an old gentleman : Maria was all pantings, blush 
ings, weepings, and rejoicings; Henry Clements, handsom^ 
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pale, and agitated; perhaps misgiving too, and a little dis- 
pleased at the father's absence : however, Mr. John Dillawaj 
gave away the bride with a most paternal air ; and, just as Sir 
Thomas was changing horses at Huntingdon, our innocent 
lovers were indissolublj married. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

XHB BOGVB^S TBIVMPH. 

Neyeb was there such a happy couple ; nor a more aus- 
picious day. Auray they went in deep delight, too joyful to be 
merry, in a holy transport of affection, and its dearest hope 
fulfilled. They seemed to be in love with all the world, for 
everything around them wore a lustre of deliciousness : and 
when the smoking posters left them at Salt hill, and that well- 
matched' husband and wife sat down to their first boiled fowl, 
it would probably be a bathos to allude to angelic bliss ; but 
they nevertheless were, and knew they were, the happiest of 
mortals. If anything could add to Heniy*s perfect self-com- 
placency at that moment, it was the recollection of his own 
truly disinterested conduct ; for only yesterday he had trans- 
ferred all his little property to that kind and brotherly fellow 
John Dillaway, in trust for Maria Clements, should any 
possible reverse of fortune affect her father's or his own 
prosperity. Tes ; and John had been so wise as to make the 
two hundred a year already a third more, by investing (as he 
said) what had been a few thousands of three per cents, in 
some capital "independent** Bank shares of Australasia- 
safe as a mountain, and productive as a valley. 

All this appeared very prosperous and pleasant ; but we, of 
the initiated into secrets of character, may reasonably appre- 
hend that Henry's little all would have been safer anywhere 
than in DiQaway's possesion : and " possession," I am sony 
to declare, is a word used advisedly ; for Mr. John required a 
largish floating capital to enable him to go the desperate 
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lengths he did at hazard and rouge-et-noir : and I am afraid 
that if Mr. or Mrs. Clements were to receive any of those 
so-called Austral dividends, they would only have been taking 
3002. a year out of their principal monies in John's immaculate 
keeping. 

Leaving then those wedded lovers to their honeymoon of 
joy, and shrewd Jack gloating not merely over the full success 
of his nefarious plan, i\it also over this unexpected acquisition 
of poor Clements's few thousands, let us return to Sir Thomas 
— or, to be quite accurate, let us return with him. 

In high dudgeon, full of fire and fury, back rushed the 
Knight, sore under the sense of having been made an April- 
fool of in July ; for no one in the place, whereto he went, had 
ever h^ard of a widow*d Countess of Lancing; and her Lady- 
ship's acres, if anywhere at all, were undoubtedly not in the 
North Biding. But clever son John, meeting his indignant 
farther on the threshold, soon made all that right by a word. 

♦*Well, if ever! why, stupid, I said Diddlington, not 
Darlington." 

Into the accuracy of this distinction it is needless to inquire: 
and then the ingenuous youth went on to observe 

" But all 's right as it is now ; you may as well not have 
seen the property, and better too, as things have turned out 
roughish, governor; the match is off, and you may well con- 
gratulate me. Such an escape, — ^I just discovered it, and wafi 
barely in time : you hadn't been gone two hours when I found 
it all out, through a clever devil of a lawyer, who was hired 
by my father's son to look into incumbrances, and keep a 
sharp look-out for a mutual settiement , that old harridan of a 
Ladyship is over head and ears in debt ; and it seems I was 
to have paid all straight, or i. e, you, Governor, ey? As to 
the Yorkshire acres, the old woman had but a life interest in 
the mere bit that wasn't deeply mortgaged — ^and not a very 
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long life either, seeing she is 70. So, hless your clever boy 
again, old Governor, he *s free," 

The Knight had nothing to object : Jack's ready lie had 
plenty of reason in it : and so he blessed his clever boy again. 

" But I say. Governor, I rather think that you Ve asto- 
nished us all: what on earth made you turn so soft of a 
sudden, and write that letter?" 

"What letter? ey? what?"— Sir ' Thomas might well 
inquire. 

" That *s a good joke. Governor, — you keep it up to the 
last, I see ; what a cbse old file it is ! What letter ? why, 
the letter you wrote to Maria and her lord, telling them to 
many." 

" Marry ? ey ?-^what, Maria ? what— what is it all ?" The 
po6r old man was thoroughly bewildered. 

** Well done. Governor, bravo ! you carry it oflP as cleverly 
as if you were an actor ; do you mean to say now you didn't 
leave a letter behind you here upon your table, bidding Maria 
marry in your . absence to spare your paternal feelings (kind 
old boy, it is, too !), and enclosing thexa lOOl. for the honey- 
moon ?" 

The mystified fsidier made some inarticulate expression of 
ignorant amazement, — and our stock-jobber went on : — 

"So of course they're married and off— Mr. and Mrs. 
Cle— " 

A whirlwind of disastrous imprecations cut all short; and 
then in a voice choked with. passion he gasped out, — 

"But — ^but are they married, are they married? how do 
you know it? can't we catch 'em first? ey, what?" 

" How do I know it ? that 's a good un now, father, when I 
had it under your hand and seal to give the girl away myself 
instead of you? Do you mean to say you didn't write that 
letter?" 
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" Boy, I tell you, I Ve Twitten nothing — ^I know nothing ; 
you speak in riddles." 

" Well then, Governor, if I do, 1 11 tiy to guess *em : I 
begin to see how it was all brought about, — but they did it 
cleverly too, and were quite too many for me. Only listen : 
that fellow Clements, ay, and Miss Maria too (artful minx, 
I know her!), must have forged a letter as if from you to get 
poor fools, me and my mother, to see 'em spliced, while you 
were tooling to Yorkshire." 

" Impossible— ey ?— what ? 1 11— 1 11— 1 11—" 

*'Now, Governor, don't stand there doing nothing but 
denying all I say ; only you go yourself, and ask my mother if 
she didn't see the letter, — of they didn't marry upon it, and 
if that precious sister of mine doesn't richly deserve every- 
thing she 11 some day get from her affectionate, her excellent, 
her ill-used father?" 

lago's self, or his master, smooth-tongued Belial, could not 
have managed matters better. 

The incredulous Knight, scarcely able to discover how fer it 
might not still be all a joke, especially after his Yorkshire 
expedition, rushed up to Lady Dillaway ; on her usual sofa, 
quietly knitting, and thinking of her dear Maria's second day 
of happiness. 

" So, Ma'am — ey, what ? is it true? are they married? is 
it true? married — ey, what?" 

" Certainly, Thomas, they were only too glad, and I will 
add so was I, to get your kind " 

" Mine? I give leave? ey, what? Madam, we 're cheated, 
fooled — I never wrote any letter." 

" Most astonishing ; I saw it myself, Thomas, your own 
hand; and our dear John too." 

"Ay, ay, — ^he sees through it all, and so do I now — ey, 
what? that precious pair of rogues forged it! Now, Ma'am, 
what don't they deserve, I should like ta know ? " 
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It was quite a blow, and a very hard one, to the poor 
tranquil mother. Gould her dear Maria really have been so 
base, and that noble-looking Henry too? how dreadfully 
deceived in them, if this proved true ! And how could she 
think it false ? A letter contrived to expedite their marriage 
in the fjBither's casual absence, which no one could have thought 
of writing but Sir Thomas himself, or the impatient lovers. 
So poor Lady Dillaway could only fall a crying very miserably ; 
whereupon her husband more than half suspected her of being 
an accomplice in the despicable plot. 

" Now then. Ma'am, I 'm determined ; as they are married, 
the thing 's at an end ; we can*t untie that knot — but, once 
tied, I Ve done with the girl ; they may starve, for any help 
they 11 get of me : and as for you. Mum, give 'em money at 
your peril ; — stay, to make sure of it. Lady Dillaway, I shall 
stint you to whatever you choose to ask me for out of my own. 
pocket ; never draw another cheque on Jones's, do you hear ? 
— ey ? — ^what ? for your cheques shall not be honoured. Ma'am.! 
And now, from this hour, you and I have only one child, John.'* 

*' Oh, Thomas, Thomas, be merciful to poor Maria : indeed, 
she was deceived ; she believed it all, — poor Maria ! " 

" Ma'am, never mention that woman again, — ey ? — what ? 
^—deceived? Yes, she deceived you and me, and John, and 
all. Wicked wretch! — and all to many a beggar I Well, 
Ma'am, there 's one comfort left ; the fellow married her for 
money, and he 's caught in his own trap ; never a penny of 
mine shall either of them see. Henceforth, Lady Dillaway,: 
we have no daughter ; dear John is the only child left us for 
old age." 

In spite of himself, of wrath, and disappointment, the father 
spoke in a moved and broken manner ; and his weeping wife 
attempted to explain, console, and soothe him ; but all in vain 
-:-he was inexorable and inveterate against those mean 
deceivers. To say truth, the poor mother was staggered too. 



CHAP. Tin.] THE ROGUE'S TRIUMPH, 49 

especially when her managing son set all the matter in what 
he stated to be the right light ; for he had, the whole business 
through, whispered so separately to each, and had seemed to 
say so little openly (making his mother believe that his sister 
told him of the coming letter, and a choice variety of other 
embellishments), that he was now looked upon as the very 
martyr to roguish plotting, in having been induced to give away 
bis sister. Excellent mistaken John ! 

And forthwith John became installed sole bar, proving the 
most dutiful of sons : how glibly would he tell them any sort of 
welcome news, original or selected ; how many anecdotes could 
he invent to prove his own merits and certain other folk*s defi- 
ciencies ; how amiably would he fetch and carry slippers and 
smelling bottles, and write notes, and read newspapers, and 
make himself everything by turns (he devoutly hoped it would 
be nothing long) to his poor dear parents, as became an only 
child ! It was quite affecting, — and both father and mother, 
softened in spite of themselves at the loss of that Maria, often 
would talk over the new-found virtues of their most exemplaiy 
son. His character came out now with fivefold lustre when 
contrasted with his former usual ruggedness : no widow ever 
had a one sick child more tender, more considerate, more 
dutiful, than rude Jack Dillaway. 

He gained his end ; saw the new will signed ; earwigged the 
lawyer ; and kept a copy of it. 



ffeart. 
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CHAPTER IX 

•FALSEWITNESS KILLS A MOTHER, AMD WOULD WILLIMGLT STARTE A SISTES. 

Day by day, letters, doubtless full of happiness and Heart, 
were left by the promiscuous and undisceming postman at the 
house in Finsbury Square, from our excellent calumniated 
couple ; but, seeing that there were always two sieves waiting 
ready to sift before it came to Lady Dillaway s turn — to wit, 
John in the hall, and Sir Thomas in his study, it came to pass 
that every letter with those malefactors* hand and seal on it 
got burnt instanter, and unopened. 

How many troubles might mankind be spared if they would 
only stop to hear each other's explanations ! How many ail- 
ments, both of body and soul, if explanations only came more 
frequently and freely ! Melancholy from that dreadful doubt, 
and all these cold delays, viewing her daughter as a criminal, 
the husband as a swindler, and all this long course of silence 
as very, very heartless and seemingly conclusive of their guilt, 
the poor mother sickened fast upon her couch : she had for 
years always been an invalid, wan and woe-begone, living upon 
ether, gum, and chicken broth ; but her white skin now grew 
whiter, her faint voice fainter, the energies of life in her debi- 
litated frame weaker than ever ; it was no mere hypochondria, 
or other fanciful malady : her calm heart seemed to be dying 
down within her, as a plant that has earth-grubs gnawing at its 
root — she grew very ill. Days, weeks of silence — her heart was 
sick with hope deferred. How could Maria, with all her 
seeming warmth, treat her with such utter negligence ? But 
now the honeymoon was coming to an end : they must call and 
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see her some day again, surely ; how strangely unkind. not to 
answer those motherly and anxious letters, sent to their first 
known stage, Salt Hill, and thereafter to be forwarded. - 

cold continued crime ! Bad man, bad man, thy mother s 
own handwriting shall plead against thee at the last dread day. 
For those coveted letters of affection, often sent on both those 
loving parts, had been regularly and ruthlessly intercepted, 
opened, mocked, and burnt ! How could the man have stood 
case-proof against those letters — ^his mother's anxious outbursts 
of affection towards a lost, an innocent, a calumniated sister ? 
For selfishness had dried up in that hard and wily man all the 
milk of human kindness. 

And our loving pair, upon their travels, were as much hurt 
and surprised at this long silence as poor Lady Dillaway 
herself : it was most mysterious, inexplicable. The only letter 
they had received ever since they had left home was one — only 
one, from John, which had frightened them exceedingly. Some 
practical joker (the bridesmaid's brother was suspected),, by way 
of giving Maria a present on her approaching wedding, as it 
would seem, had cleverly imitated her father's handwriting, and 
— that letter was a forgery ! to everybody's great amazement. 
Nobody could, according to his own account, be kinder than 
John, who had done more than mortal things to appease his 
father; but the old man remained implacable. It was a 
meanly-contrived clandestine match, he said; and h^ never 
intended to set eyes on them again ! As for John, he in that 
letter had strongly counselled them to keep away, and trust to 
him for bringing his father round. lu the midst of their terrible 
dilemma, kind brother John seemed as an angel sent by heaven 
to assist them. 

Dear children of affection and calamity ! how innocently did 
they walk into the snare; and how closely doth the wicked 
man draw his toils around them. Who can accuse theip of 
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any wrong (the hopefulness of love considered) in point either 
of honour or duty ? And shall they not he righted at the last? 
It may he so — it shall be so : but Holy Providence hath pur- 
poses of good in plunging those twin wedded hearts deep 
beneath the billows of earthly destitution. The wicked 
must prosper for a while, in this as in a million other cases, 
and the good struggle for their season with adversity; that 
the one may be destroyed for ever, and the others may add 
to this world*s wealth the incalculable riches of Another. 

They had spent the first few weeks of marriage among the 
pleasant lakes and hills of Westmoreland and Cumberland, 
wandering together, in delightful interchange of thought from 
glen to glen, from taim to taim, all about Ambleside, Hel- 
vellyn, and Lodore, Ullswater, Saddleback, and Skiddaw. 
Maria's ever-flickering smile seemed to throw a sunbeam over 
the darkest moor, even in those darkest hours of doubt, heart- 
sickening anxiety, and grief at the neglect which they expe- 
rienced; whUst Henry's well-informed good sense not only 
availed to cheer the sad Maria, but made every rock a point of 
interest, and showed every little flower a miracle of wisdom. 
There were hundreds of extemporaneous " lovers' seats," where 
they had " rested, to be thankful " for the past, joyful for the 
present, and hopeful for the future ; and every ramble that 
they took might deservedly take the name, style, and title of a 
" lovers' walk ! " Happy times, happy times 1 but still there 
might be happier; yes, and happiest, too, they seemed to 
whisper, if ever they should have a merry little nursery of 
prattling boys and girls ! But I am not so entirely in the 
confidence of those young folks as to be certain about what they 
seemed to whisper : in that pretty prattling sentence were they 
not getting a little beyond the honeymoon ? Yes, yes, young 
Hymen is too full of new-found pleasure to heed those holier 
joys of calm old marriage : for wedded love is as a coil of line, 
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lengthening with the lapse of years, fitted and intended, day 
after day, to he continually sounding a lower and a lower deep 
in the ocean of happiness. 

Returned to town, it was the immediate care of our fond, 
confused, and unfortunate young couple to call at the old house 
in Finshury Square ; where, to their great dismay and misery, 
they encountered a formal standing order for their non- 
admission. The domestics were new, had heen strictly warned 
against the name of Clements, and, in effect, were creatures of 
the worthy John. It was a deplorahle business ; they did not 
know what to think or how to act. Letters left at the door, 
couched in whatever terms of humility, kindliness, and just 
excuse, were equally unavailing; for the Cerberus there was 
too well sopped by pleasant brother John ever to deliver them 
to any one but him. It was entirely hopeless — extraordinary 
— a most wretched state of things : what were they to do ? 
The only practicable mode of getting at Sir Thomas, and, 
therefore, at some explanation of these mysteries, was obviously 
to watch for him, and meet him in the street. As for Lady 
DiUaway, she was very ill, and kept her chamber, which was 
as resolutely guarded from incursion or excursion as Danae's 
herself, — yea, more so, for gold was added to her guards : Sir 
Thomas, going to and from his counting-house, appeared to be 
the only weak point in the enemy's fortifications. 

Poor old man ! he was, or thought he was harder, colder, 
more inveterate than ever : and his duteous son John rarely 
let him venture out alone, for fear of some such meeting, casual 
or intended. Accordingly, one day when the Clements and the 
Dillaways mutually spied each other afar off, and a junction 
seemed inevitable, John's promptitude bade his father (gene- 
rously as it looked, for paternal peace of mind's sake) return 
a few paces, get into a cab, and so slip home, the whilst he 
valiantly stepped forward to meet the enemy. 
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' " Mr. Clements ! ray father (I grieve to say) will hear no 
reason, nor any excuse whatever ; he totally refuses to see you 
or Mrs. Clements." 
* "0 dearest John! what have I done, — ^what has Henry 
done, that papa, and you, and dear mamma, should all he so 
unkind to us ? " 

" You have married, Mrs. Clements, contrary to your father's 
wish and knowledge ; and he has cast you oflf — I must say — 
deservedly." 

" Brother, hrother ! you know I was deceived, and Henry 
too. This is cruel, most cruel : let me see my heloved father 
but one moment ! " 

'' His commands are to the contrary, madam ; and I at least 
obey them. Henceforth you are a stranger to us all." 

The poor broken-hearted girl fell into her husband's arms, 
stone-white : but her hard brother, making no account whatever 
of all that show of feeling, only took the trouble to address quietly 
Henry Clements. " Misfortunes never come single, they say : 
it is no fault of mine if the proverb hits Mr. Henry Clements. 
I am sorry to have to tell you, sir, that the Austral Inde- 
pendent Bank has stopped payment, and is not expected to 
refund to its depositors or shareholders one penny in the 
pound" 

" Impossible, Mr Dillaway ! You answered for its stability 
yourself: and the proposition came originally from you. I 
hope purely, surely, you may have been misinformed of these 
bad news." 

"It is true, sir — too true for you: the wisest man on 
'Change is often out of reckoning. I have nothing now of 
yours in my hands, sir : you are aware that no writings passed 
between us." 

" Great Heaven ! be just and merciful ! Are we, then, to be 
utterly ruined ? '• 
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" Really, sir, you know your own affairs better than I can. 
— Your servant, Mr. Clements." 

O hard and wicked heart ! — what will not such a miscre^t 
do for money ? Nothing, I am clear, but the cowardly fear of 
discovery prevents John Dillaway from becoming a positive 
parricide by very arsenic or razor, so as to grasp his cheated 
father's wiU and wealth. And this assertion wiU appear not 
in the least uncharitable, when the reader is in this place 
reminded that Heniy Clements' own little property had never 
been Australised at all, but was still safe and snug in the 
coffers of crafty John. German Street — or the sharpers congro: 
gated there — had drained him very considerably ; all his owi^ 
ill-got gains had been gradually raked away by the croupier at 
the gaming-table ; and unsuspecting Henry's little trust-fund 
was to be the next bank on which the brother played. 

Poor Heniy and Maria ! What will they do ? where wilj 
they go ? how will they live ? Hard questions all, not to be 
answered in a hurry. We shall see. There was one comfort, 
though, amidst all their misery ; — they did not find the adage a 
true one, which alludes to poverty coming in at the door, an^ 
love flying out of the window ; for they never loved each other 
more deeply — more devotedly — than when daily bread was 
growing a scarcity, and daily life almost a 'burden. But we are 
anticipating. 

And how fared the parents all this while ? was the erring 
daughter entirely forgotten ? No, no. Son John, indeed, took 
good care to hinder any amicable feelings of relapse to intrude 
upon his father's resolution. But the old man was not easy, 
nevertheless; often thought of poor Maria; and could not 
clearly make out who had forged the letter. Had it not been 
for that wicked brother John, a meeting — an explanation — a 
reconciliation — ^would undoubtedly have taken place : but he 
was shrewd enough to keep them asunder, and did not take 
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much to heart his father's altered spirits and hreaking state of 
health : his will and wealth were seemingly all the nearer. 

And what of that poor stricken mother? Wasted to a 
shadow, feverish, and weak, she lay for weeks, counting the 
dreaiy hours, till she heard of dear though unnatural Maria< 
Oh ! the heartless caitiff, John ! will he thus watch his mother 
die hj inches, when one true word from his lips could restore 
her to tranquillity and health? Yes, he would — he did — the 
wretch! She gradually pined — waned — wasted; the candle 
of her life humt down into the hollow socket — glimmered 
awhile — flared and reeled, and then — one night, quietly and 
suddenly — went out ! She entered on the world of spirits, 
where all secrets show revealed : and there she read, almost 
before she died, — ^whilst yet the black curtain of eternity was 
gradually rising to receive her, — the innocence of good Maria, 
and the deep-stained villainy of John. Her last words — uttered, 
supematurally for her quiescence, with the fervour of a visionary 
whose ken is more than mortal, — were, " Look, look, Thomas ' 
— ^beware of John. poor, poor innocent outcast ! — rich, 
rich heart of love, — Maria ! my Mari — a — ! " 



Shap. X.] HOW TO HELP ONE'S SELF. 57 



CHAPTER X. 

HOW TO HELP ONb's SELF. 

Where then did they live, and how, — that noble and 
calumniated couple ? They had done no wrong, nor even, as 
it seetns to us, the 8emt)lance of wrong, unless it be by having 
acquiesced in the foolishness of secrecy, and thus aided the 
contrivance of false witness ; for aught else, their only social 
error had been lack of business caution among business men. 
Feeling generously themselves, they gave others credit for the 
like good feeling; acting upon honourable impulse, they 
believed that other men would act so too. Heart was the 
hinderance in their way ;— too much sensitiveness towards all 
about them; too swift a surrender of the judgment to the 
affections ; too imprudent a reliance upon other men of the 
world ; though, when they trusted to a father's love, and a 
brother's honesty, prudence herself might have almost been 
dispensed with. Machinations of the wicked and the shrewd 
hemmed them in to their undoing: and really, they, children 
more or less of affluent homes, bom and bred in plenty, who 
had moved all their lives long in circles of comparative wealth 
and wastefulness, now seemed likely to come to the galling 
want of necessary sustenance. Was it not to teach them 
deeper feeling for the poor, if ever God again should give 
them riches ? Was it not, by poverty, to try those hearts 
which had passed so blamelessly through all the ordeals and 
temptations of wealth, in order that they worthily might wear 
the double crown given only to such as remain unhardened by 
prosperity, unembittered by adversity ? Was it not to disci- 
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pline our warm Maria's love, and to chasten her Henry's very 
gentlemanly pride into the due Christian proportions — self- 
respect with self-humiliation ? Was it not, chiefest and best, 
to school their hearts ibr heaven, and, by feeding them on 
miseries and wrongs a little while, to fix their affections on 
things above rather than on things of this world ? Yes : 
Providence has many ends in view, and they all tend con- 
sistently to one great focus — the ultimate advantage of fhe 
good by means of the confusion of the wicked. 

Meanwhile came trouble on apace. Henry Clements justly 
felt aggrieved, insulted ; and the sentiment of pride, improper 
only from excess, determined him to make no more advances : 
all that man could do, that is, which a gentleman ought to do, 
he had done ; but letters and visits proved equally unavailing. 
He had come to the resolution that he would make no more 
efforts himself, nor scarcely let Maria make any. As for her, 
poor soul ! she was now in grievous tribulation, with sad, suffi- 
cient reason for it too ; seeing that, in addition to her father's 
anger, still protracted — ^in addition to that vile forgery imputed 
to her craft, and whereof she had been made the guilty victim 
— ^in addition to their own soon pressing money-wants, and 
that heartless fraud of John's against her husband's little 
all (though she counted of it only as a luckless speculation), — 
she had just become acquainted, through the public prints, of 
her dear good mother's death, even before she had heard of 
any illness. What bitter pangs were there for her, poor child ! 
That she should have lost that mother just then, without 
forgiveness, without blessing,— whilst all was unexplained, and 
their whole conduct of affections without guile, wore the 
hideous mask of base, undutiful contrivance ! Cheer up, 
Maria, cheer up I only in this bad world can innocence be 
Sullied with a doubt : cheer up ! the spirit of that mother 
whom you loved on earth knows it well already ; learned it 
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while she yet was leaving the body of her death : cheer up ! 
she is still near you both — dear children of affliction and 
affection ! and God has commissioned her for good to be your 
ministering angel. 

With reference to means of living, they appeared limited at 
once to a little ready money, and a few personal chattels and 
trinkets ; without so much as one pound of capital to back the 
young housekeepers, or a shilling's-worth of interest or dividend 
or earnings coming in for weekly bills. Clements had been 
utterly confounded in all his economical arrangements by that 
sudden bitter breach of trust ; and, albeit (as we have hinted j, 
his aim in marriage was not money ; still, without much of 
worldly calculation, he might prudently have looked for some 
provision on Maria's part at least equal to his own : in fact, 
the fond young couple had reasonably set their hearts upon 
that golden mean — ^four hundred a year to begin with. Now, 
however, by two fell swoops — brother John's dishonesty and 
Sir Thomas's resolve of disinheritance — all this rational and 
moderate expectation had been dashed to atoms : and the 
cottage of contented competence appeared but as a ciastle in 
the clouds — a mere airy matter of undiluted moonshine. 
Thus, when that happiest of honeymoons had dwindled down 
the hundred-pound bank-note (shrewd John's well-expended 
bait) to the fractional part of a ten, and our newly-married 
pair came to put together their united resources, wherewithal 
to travel through the world, they could muster but very little ; 
—considering, too, the future, and the promise of an early 
increase to provide for, forty-seven pounds was not quite 
a fortune; and a few articles of jewellery did not much 
increase it. 

We need not imagine that Henry calmly acquiesced without 
a struggle in the roguish fraud which had impoverished him ; 
but, notwithstanding all his best endeavours, he found, to his 
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dismay, that the case was irremediable : the transfer-books, 
indeed, were evidence ; and equity would give credit for the 
trust : but that the *' Independent Bank " had failed was a 
simple fact ; and so long as John stood ready to swear he had 
invested in it, there was an end to the business. Be sure, 
shrewd Jack was not likely to leave anything dubious or 
unsatisfactory in the affair. Austral papers were easily got at 
now, cheap as whitey-brown ; and for any help the law could 
give him, poor Henry Clements might as well engage the 
wind-raising services of a Lapland witch. 

He must put his shoulder to the wheel without delay; 
manifestly, his profession of the law, however unlucrative till 
now, must be the mighty lever that should raise him quickly to 
the summit of opulence and fame : and he vigorously set to 
work, as the briefless are forced to do, inditing a new law-book, 
which should lift him high in honour with those magnates on 
the Bench ; being, as he was, a court-counsel, not a chamber 
one, an eloquent pleader too (if the world would only give him 
a hearing), he unluckily took for his thesis the questionable 
" Doctrine of Defence ; " combatting magnanimously on the 
loftiest moral grounds all manner of received opinions, time- 
honoured fictions, legitimated quibbles, and other things which 
(as he was pleased to put it) " render the majesty of the law 
ridiculous to the ears of common sense, and iniquitous in the 
sight of Christian judgment." Bash youth ! forensic Quixote ! 
better had you plodded on, without this extra industry and 
skill, in the hopeless idleness and solitude of your Temple 
garret — better had you burnt your wig and gown outright, with 
all the airy briefs to come that fluttered round them, than have 
owned yourself the author of that heretical piece of moral mawk- 
ishness — " The Doctrine of Defence, by Henry Clements." 

He had with difficulty found a publisher, — a chilling incident 
enough in itself, considering an author's feelings for his book- 
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child : and, yihen found, the scarcely satisfactory arrangement 
was insisted on, of mutual participation in profit and loss : in 
other parlance, the bookseller pocketing the first, and the 
author unpocketing the second. Thus it came to pass, that 
after three months' toil and enormous collation of cases — after 
extravagant indulgence of the most ardent hopes, glory, good, 
and gold, consequent instantaneously on this happy publication 
— after reasonably expecting that judges would quote it in their 
ermine, and seijeants consult it in their silk — ^that London 
would be startled by the event from the humdrum of its ' 
ordinary routine — and the wondering world applaud the namer 
of Henry Clements, — heart-sickening reality 1 what was the 
result of his exertions ? 

" So, that puppy Clements has taken upon himself to put us 

all to school about whom we may defend, and how, I see, 

Hang the fellow's impudence," grunted a fat Old Bailey 
counsel to his peers, well aware that the luckless author sat 
nervously within earshot. 

** I know whose junior that modest swain shall never be," 
simpered Serjeant Tiffin. 

"The fellow's done for himself," was the simultaneous 
verdict of a well-wigged band of brothers. And what else they 
might have added in their charity poor Clements never knew, 
for he crept away to his garret stricken with disappointment. 
There he must encounter other trials of the heart : two or 
three reviews and newspapers lay upon his table, just sent in 
by the bookseller, as per order ; for they contained, in spirit- 
stirring print, notices of " Clements on Defence." Unluckily 
for his present peace of mind, poor fellow, the periodicals in 
question were none of the humaner sort ; no kindly encouraging 
"Literary Eegister," no stft-spoken "Courtier," no patient 
" Investigator," no generously-indulgent " Critical Gazette : " 
these more amiable journals would be slower in the field, — 
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some six weeks hence, perhaps, creeping on with philanthropic 
sloth : hut fiercer prints, which dart hebdomadal wrath at every 
trembling seeker of their parsimonious praise, had whipt up 
their malice to deliver the" first swift blow against our hapless 
neophyte in print Thus, when with a nervous preboding 
Henry took up the " Cynic," in eager hope for favour to his 
poor dear book, he turned quite sick at heart to find the lying 
verdict run as follows, though the small type in which it spake 
was a comfort too : — 

"A careless compilation of insignificant cases, clumsily 
thrown together, and calculated to set its authoi* high indeed 
upon the rolls of fame ; proving to the world that a Mr. Henry 
Clements can reason very feebly; that his premises are 
habitTially false; and that presumptuous preaching is the 
natural accompaniment of extreme ignorance." 

By all that worries man, but this was too bad : " careless ?" 
— every word had been a care to him : " clumsy ?" — ^in com- 
position it was Addison's own self: " feeble ? " — if he was good 
for anything, he was good for logic: "false?" — not one 
premise but stood on adamant, not one conclusion but it was 
fixed as fate ? " presumptuous ? " — it was bold and masculine, 
certainly, but humble too ; here and there almost deferential : 
" ignorant ? " — ^ye powers that live in books, testify by thousands 
how Clements had been studying ! — ^And yet this most lying 
sentence, a congeries or sorites of untruths, hastily penned by 
some dyspeptic scribe who perhaps had barely dipped into the 
book, was at the moment circulating in every library of the 
kingdom, proclaiming our poor barrister a fool ! 

thou critical scribe, forbear! for it is cowardly — they 
cannot smite again : forbear ! for it is cruel — the hearts of wife 
and mother and lover ache upon your idle words : forbear ! it 
is unreasonable — for oftentimes a word would prove that Eha- 
damanthus' self is wrong : forbear, calumnious scribe! and heed 
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the harms you do, when you rob some poor straggler of his 
character for sense, and make the bread of the hungry to fail. 

" The Corinthian," another snarling watch-dog in the courts 
of the temple of Fame, followed instinctively the same injurious 
•wake : it was a leisurely sarcastic anatomization, quite enough 
to blight any young candidate's prospects, supposing that man- 
kind respected such a verdict: if not to make him cut his 
throat, granting that the victim should be sensitive as Keats. 
The generous review in question may be judged of by its first 
line and last sentence ; as Hercules from his advancing foot, or 
Cuvier*s Megatherium from the relics of its great toe. Thus it 
commenced: — ' 

" When a disappointed man, intolerant of fortune," &c. &c. 
and it wound up many stinging observations with this grateful 
climax following : — 

" We trust we have now said enough to prove that if a man 
will be bold enough to * depreciate censure,' — will attack what 
he is pleased to consider abuses, however countenanced by high 
authority, — and will obtrude his literary eloquence into our 
solemn courts of law, he deserves — ^what does he not deserve ? 
— ^to be addressed henceforth by a name suggestive at once of 
ignorance, presumption, and conceit, as — Mr. Henry Clements." 

Now will it be believed that a trivial error of the press 
mainly conduced to occasion this hostility ? Our poor author 
hiad been weak enough to " deprecate censure " in his penny- 
wise humility, and the printer had negatived his meaning as 
above: "hinc illcB lacrymcB" Oh, but how the ragged tooth 
of calumny gnawed his very heart ! 

" The Legal Recorder " was another of those early unfavour- 
ables ; being as a matter of course adverse too, and not very 
disinterestedly either: for it played the exalted part of pet 
puffer to a rival publisher, who wanted no other reason for 
condemning this book of Mr. Clements than that it came from 
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the legal officina of an opponent in his trade. There was 
another paper or two, but Clements felt so utterly disheartened 
that he did not dare to look at them. I wish he had ; they would 
have comforted him, pouring balm upon his wounded pride by 
their kind and cordial praises : but ill luck ruled th^ hour, so he 
burnt them forthwith, and lost much literary comforting. 

To sauce up all this pleasantry with a smack of concreted 
pleasure itself, the last and only remaining document on the 
table was a civil note from Mr. Wormwood, publisher and 
bookseller, enclosing the following items with his compliments : 

£ s. 
To 500 copies "Doctrine of Defence" . . . . 124 3 

To advertiBing ditto 25 

To 10 per. cent on sales &c 

Supplied to author, 12 copies &c. 

Given to periodicals for review, 15 copies • • . &c 

Against all which was the solitary ofi&et of " three copies sold; ** 
leaving as our Henry's share of now certain loss a matter of 
£80 : which, between ourselves, was only a very little more 
than the whole cost of that untoward publication. Mr. Worm- 
wood hoped to hear from Mr. Clements at his earliest con- 
venience, as a certain sum was to be made up on a certain day, 
and the booktrade never had been at a lower ebb, and prompt 
payment would be esteemed a great accommodation, and — ^all 
that stereotyped sort of thing. 

Poor Clements, — reviled author, ruined lawyer, almost reck- 
less wight, — here was an extinguisher, indeed, to the morning's 
brilliant hopes ! What an overwhelming debt to that ill-used 
couple in their altered circumstances ! How entirely by his 
own strong effort had he swamped his legal expectations! 
Just as a man who cannot swim splashes himself into certain 
suffocation; whereas, if he would but lie quite still, he was 
certain to have floated on as safe as cork. 

Well : to cut a long stoiy short, our unlucky author found 
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that he must pay, and pay forthwith, or incur a lawyer's hill for 
his debt to Mr. Wormwood ; so he gave up his Temple garret, 
sold his hooks, nicknacks, and superfluous habiliments, added 
to the proceeds their forty pounds of capital and a neck-chain 
of Maria's ; and, at tremendous sacrifices, found himself once 
more out of danger, because out of debt. But it was a bad 
prospect traly for the future, ay, and for the present too ; a few 
pounds left would soon be gone, — and then dear Maria's con- 
finement was approaching, and a hundred wants and needs, 
little and great ; accordingly, they made all haste to get rid of 
their suburban dwelling in the City Eoad, collected their few 
yaluables remaining, and retreated with all economical speed tx) 
a humble lodging in a cheap back street at Islington. 

That little parlour «was a palace of love : in the midst of her 
deep sorrow, sweet Maria never failed of all her amiable 
charities — ^nay she was even cheerful, hopeful — ^happy, and 
rendering happy ; a thousand times a day had Henry cause to 
bless his '* wedded angeL'* And, showing his love by more 
than words, he resolutely set about another literary enterprise, 
anonymous this time for very fear's sake ; but Providence saw 
fit to bless his efforts with success. He wrote a tragedy, a 
clever and good one too; though "The Cynic" did sneer 
about " modem Shakspeares," and " The Corinthian," pouncing 
on some trifling fault, pounded it with would-be giant force : 
neverthele&s, for it was a famous English theme, he luckily got 
them to accept it at the Haymarkfet, and " Boadicea " drew 
full houses; so the author had his due ninth night, and 
pocketed, instead of fame (for he grimly kept his secret) 
enough to enable him to print his tragedy for private satisfac- 
tion; and, that piece of vanity accomplished, he still found 
himself seven pounds beforehand with the world 



Htart, 



60 FRAUD CUTS HIS FINGERS [chap, xi: 



CHAPTER XI. 

rRAUD CUTS HIS VINGEBS WITH HIS OWN EDGED TOOLS. 

Unpleasant as it is to feel obliged to be the usher of ill 
oompatiy, I must now introduce to the fastidious public a brace 
of characters anything but reputable. It were possible indeed 
to slur them over with a word ; but I have deepeir ends in view 
for a glance so superficial t we may learn a lesson in charity, 
we may gain some schooling of the Heart, eren from those 
"ladies-legatees." 

Do you remember them, the supposititious nieces^ aiders and 
abettors in our stock-jobber's forged will ? Two flashy, showy 
women, not of easy virtue, but of none at all — special intimated 
of John DiUaway, and the genus of his like, and habitual 
frequenters of divers choice and pleasant places of resort. 

The reason of their introduction here is twofold : first, they 
have to play a part in our tale,— a part of righteous retribution ; 
and, secondly, they have to instruct liS incidentally in this lesson 
of true morals and human charity,-*-4read, denounce, and hate 
the sin, but feel a just compassion for the sinner. Let us take 
the latter object first, and bear with the brief epitome of fiacts 
which have blighted those unfortunaites to what they are* 

Look at these two women, impudent brawlers, foul with vice: 
can there be any excuses made for them, considered as distinct 
from their condition ? God knoweth : listen to their histories ; 
and fear not that thy virtuous glance will be harmed or tois- 
directed, or a miijute of thy precious time ill-spent. 

Anna Bates and Julia Manners (their latest noma de guerre 
will serve all nominative purposes as well as any other) had 
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arrived at the same lowest level of female degradation by very 
different downward roads. Anna's father had been a countiy 
curate, unfortunate through life because utterly imprudent, and 
neither too wise a man, nor too good a one, or depend upon it 
his orphan could not have come to this ; " Never saw I the 
righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging their bread." But 
the father died carelessly as he had lived — in debt, with all 
his little afiEairs at sixes and sevens ; and his widow with her 
budding daughter, saving almost nothing from the wreck, set 
up for milliners at Hull. Then did the clever mother pique 
herself upon her playing her cards cleverly; for gallant 
Captain Croker was quite smitten with the girl. Poor child, 
--—she loved, listened, and was lost : a more systematic traitor 
of affection never breathed than that fine man ; so she left by 
night her soft intriguing broken-spirited mother, followed her 
Lothario from barrack to barrack, and at last — he flung her 
away 1 Who can wonder at the reckless and dissolute result ? 
"Whom had she to care for her, — whom had she to love? She 
must live thus, or starve. Without credit, character, or hope, 
or help, the friendless unprotected wretch was thrown upon 
the town. When the last accounts are opened, oblivious 
General Croker will find an ell-long score of crimes laid to his 
charge, whereof he little reckons in his sear and yoUow leaf. 
The trusting victim of seduction has a legion of excuses for 
the wretched one she is. 

Again ; for another case, whereon the better-favoured heart 
may ruminate in charity. Miss Julia Manners had a totally 
different experience ; but man can httle judge how mainly the 
iron hand of circumstance confined that life-long sinner to the 
ways and works of guilt. Bom in a brothel, amongst outcasts 
from the better mass of life — brought up from the very cradle 
amid sounds and scenes of utter vice (whereof we dare not 
think or speak one moment of the many years she dwelt coit- 
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tmuously among them) — educated solely as a profligate, and 
^orant alike of sin, righteousness, and a judgment to come 
— ^had she then a chance of good, or one hopeful thought of 
being better than she was ? The water of holy baptism never 
bedewed that brow; the voice of motherly counsel never 
touched those ears; her eyes were unskilled to read the 
records of wisdom ; her feet untutored to follow after holiness ; 
her heart unconscious of those evils which she never knew 
condemned ; her soul — she never heard nor thought of one I 
Oh, ye well-bom, well-bred, ye kindly, carefully, prayerfully 
instructed daughters of innocence and purity, pause, pause, ere 
your charity condemns; hate the sin, but love the sinner: 
think it out further, for yourselves, in all those details which 
I have not time to touch, skill to describe, nor courage to en- 
counter ; think out as kindly as ye may this episode of just 
• indulgence ; there is wisdom in this lesson of benevolence, and 
after-sweetness too, though the earliest taste of it be bitter ; 
think it out ; be humbler of your virtue, scarcely competent 
tx) err ; be more grateful to that Providence, which hath filled 
your lot with good; and be gentler-hearted, more generous^- 
banded unto those, whose daily life is — ^all temptation. 
, Now, these two ladies (who eictenuates their guilt, caviller ? 
who breathes one iota of excuse for their wicked manner of 
life ? who does not utterly denounce the foul and flagrant sin, 
whilst he leaves to a secretrsearching God the judgment of 
the sinner ?) — these two ladies, I say, had of late become very 
sore plagues to Mr. John Dillaway. They had flared out 
their hush-money like Duchesses, till the whole town rang 
libout their equipage and style ; and now that all was spent, 
they pestered our stockjobber for more. They came at an un- 
lucky season, a season of " ill-luck " — such a miraculous run 
of it, as nothing could explain to any rational mind but loaded 
dice, packed cards, contrivance and conspiracy. .Nevertheless^ 
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our worthy John went on staking, and betting, and playing, 
resolute to break the bank, until it was no wonder at all to any 
but his own shrewd genius, that he found himself one feverish 
morning well-nigh penniless. At such a moment, then, called 
our ladies-legatees, clamorous for hush-money. 

As a matter most imperatively of course, not a farthing 
more should be forthcoming, and many oaths avouched that 
stem determination. They ought to be ashamed of them- 
selves, after such an enormous bribe to each — as if shame of 
any kind had part or lot in those feminine accomplices : it was 
a sanguine thought of Mr. John Dillaway. But the ladies 
were not ashamed, nor silenced, nor anything like satisfied. 
So having thoroughly fatigued themselves with out-swearing 
and out-threatening our sneerful stockjobber, they resolved 
upon exposing him, come what might. For their own guilty 
part in that transaction of Mrs. Jane Mackenzie's pseudo-will, 
good sooth, the wretched women had no characters to lose, nor 
scarcely aught else on which one could set a value. Danger 
and the trial would be an excitement to their palled spirits, 
possible transportation even seemed a ray of hope, since any- 
thing was better than the town ; and in their sinful recklessness, 
liberty or life itself was little higher looked on than a dicer's 
stake. Moreover, as to all manner of personal pains and 
penalties, there was every chance of getting off scot-free, pro- 
vided they lost no time, went not one before the other, but 
doubly turned queen's evidence at once against their worthy 
coadjutor and employer. In the hope, then, of ruining him, 
if not of getting scathelessly off themselves, these ladies-legatees 
mustered once more from the mazes of St. Giles's the pack of 
competent Irish witnesses, collected whatever documentary or 
other evidence looked likeliest to help their ends, and then 
one early day presented themselves before the Lord Mayor, 
eager to destroy at a blow that pleasant Mr. Dillaway. 
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The proceedings vrere long, cautious, tedious, and seeret; 
emissaries to Belfast, Doctors* Commons, and the Bank : the 
Stamp OfiQce was stirred to its foundations; and Canterbury 
staggered at the fraud. Thus within a week the proper 
officials were in a condition to prosecute, and the issue of 
immense examinations tended to that point of satisfiaction, the 
haling Mr. Dillawaj to prison on the charge of having forged 
a will. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

n^Kf^ co^s. 

Thst ware come into great want, poor Hemy and Maria: 
they had not wherewithal for daily sustenance. The few 
remaining trinkets, books, clothes, and other available move- 
ables had been gradually pledged away, and to their full 
Amount*— at least, the pawnbroker said so. That unlucky 
publication of the I^aw Book, so speedily condemned and 
heartlessly ridiculed, had wrecked all Henry's possible pros^ 
pects in the courts ; and as for help from friend8---<-the casual 
£iends of common life — ^he was too proud to beg for that,--^ 
too sensitive, too self-respectful. Eolations he had none, or 
Q«xt to none^-^tbat distant cousin of his mother's, the Maci- 
Something, whom he had never even seen, but who, neverther 
less, had acted as his guardian* 

Much as he suspected Dillaway in the matter of that 
bitter breach of trust, be had neither ready money to proceed 
Against him, nor (when he came to think it over) any legal 
grounds at all to go upon ; for, as we have said before, even 
gnmting them should be evidenoe adduced of the transfer of 
etock from the name of Clements to that of Dillaway, still it 
was a notorious fact that the ^* Independent Bank " had failed, 
whereto the stockrbroker could sweeor he had intrusted it. In 
^hort, shrewd JFack bad managed all that e&dr to admiration ; 
fini poor Glemmits was ruined withput hope, jand defrauded 
without remedy. 

Then, again, we fdready know how that Lady Dillaway was 
dead, so help from her was simply impossible; and the 
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miserable father, Sir Thomas, was kept too closely up to the 
mark of resolute anger by slanderous John, to give them any aid 
if they applied to him; but, in truth, as to personal applications, 
Henry would not for pride, and Maria now could not, for her 
near-at-hand motherly condition. Her. frequent letters, as we 
may be sure, were intercepted ; and, even if Sir Thomas now 
yearned after his lost child, it had become a matter of physical 
impossibility to find out where she lired. Thus were they 
hopelessly sinking, day by day, into all the bitter y/aves of 
want. Not but that Henry strived, as we have seen, and 
shall yet see : still his endeavours had been very nearly fruit- 
less, — and, perchance, till all available moveables had been 
pawned outright, very feeble too. Now, however, that Maria, 
in her sorrow and her need, must soon become a mother, the 
state of things grew terrible indeed, their horizon was all over 
black with clouds. 

No : not all over. There is light under the darkness, a 
growing light that shall dispel the darkness ; a precious light 
upon their souls, the early dawn of Heaven's eternal day; 
God's final end in all their troubles, the reaping-time of joy 
for their sowing-time of tears. 

Without cant, affectation, or hypocrisy, there is but one 
panacea for the bruised or broken heart, available alike in all 
times, all places, and all circumstances : and he who knows 
not what that is, has more to learn than I can teach him. 
That pure substantial comfort is bom of Heaven's hope, and 
faith in Heaven's wisdom ; it is a solid confidence in God's 
great love, but faintly shadowed out by all the charities of 
earth. Human affections in their manifold varieties are 
little other than an echo of that Voice, " Come unto me ; 
Comfort ye, comfort ye ; I will be a Father unto you, and 
ye shall be my sons and my daughters; thy Maker is thy 
Husband ; he hath loved thee with an everlasting love ; when 
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thou goest through the fire, I will be with thee, through 
the waters, they shall not overflow thee ; eye hath not seen, 
nor ear heard, neither hath it entered into the mind of man 
to conceive the blessings which His love hath laid in store 
for thee'* 

Heart's-ease in heartVaflfliction, — this they found in God ; 
turning to Him with all their hearts, and pouring out their 
hearts before Him, they trusted in Him heartily for both 
worlds' good. Therefore did He give them their heart's 
desire, satisfying all their mind : therefore did they love each 
other now with a newly added plenitude of love, mutually in 
reference to Him, who loved them and gave himself for them : 
therefore did they feel in their distresses more gladness at 
their hearts, than in the days of luxury and affluence, the 
increase of their oil and their wine. 

For this is the great end of all calamities. God doth not 
willingly afflict : trouble never cometh without an urgent 
cause ; and though man in his perverseness often misses all 
the prize of purity, whilst he pays all the penalty of pain ; 
still the motive that sent sorrow was the same, — Oh that there 
were a better Heart in them ! 

In many modes the heart of man is tried, as gold must be 
refined by many methods ; and happiest is the heart, that, 
being tried by many, comes purest out of all. If prosperity 
melts it as a flux, well; but better too than well, if the acid of 
affliction afterward eats away all unseen impurities ; whereat, 
to those with whom the world is in their hearts, affluence only 
hardens, and penury embitters, and thus, though burnt in 
many fires, their hearts are dross in all. Like those sullen 
children in the market-place, they feel no sympathies, with 
heaven or with earth : unthankful in prosperity, unsoftened by 
adversity, well may it be said of them — Hearts of stone, hearts 
of stone ! 
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Not of such were Henry and Haria: naturally warm in 
affections and generous in sympathies, it needed but the pilot's 
hand to steer their hearts aright : the energies of life were 
there, both fresh fmd full, lacking but direction heavenwards ; 
and chastisement wisely interposed to wean those yearning 
spirits from the brief and feverish pursuits of unsatisfying life, 
to the rest and the rewards of an eternity. Then were they 
wedded indeed, heart answering to heart; then were they 
strong against all the ills of life, those heajrts that were 
established by grease ; then spake they often one to another 
out of the abundanoe of their hearts ; and in spite of all 
their sorrows they were happy, for their hearts were right 
with God. 

Let the grand idea suffice, unincumbered by the multitude 
of details. Whatsoever things are true, honest* and just; 
whatsoever things ere pure, lovely, or of good report ; if 
there be any virtue, and if there be any praisey-^believe 
of those twin hearts that God had given them all. Patience, 
hope, humility; faith, tenderness, and charity; prayer, trust, 
benevolence, and joy : this was the lot of the afflicted ! It 
was good for them that they had been in tnxible; for they 
had gained from it a wealth that is above the preciousness 
of rubies, deservedly dearer to their hearts than the thousands 
id gold and silver. 

What a contrast then was shown between God's kindness 
and man^s coldness I . No one of their fellows seemed to give 
them any heed ; but He cared for them, and on Him thsy 
oast their caj?es* Former friends appeared to stand aloof« 
self-dependent and unsympathising ;' but God was ever near, 
kindly bringing help in evezy extremity, which always seemed 
nt hand, yet ever kept away; smoothing the pillow of sickness, 
^mforting the troubled spirit, and treading down calamity 
and calumny and care ; as a conqueror conquering for them. 



CHAP. XII.] HEART'S CORE. 75 

So, they learned the priceless wisdom which adversity would 
teach to all on whom she frowneth ; when earthly hopes are 
wrecked, to anchor &st on God ; and if affluence should 
ever come again, to aid the poor afflicted with heartiness, 
beneficence, and home-taught sympathy 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

HOPB^S BIRTH TO INNOGBNCE, AND HOPE's DBATH TO F&AUD. 

John Dillaway*s sudden loss of property, his character 
exploded as a monied man, and the strong probability of his 
turning out a felon, had a great effect on the spirits of Sir 
Thomas. He had called upon his promising son in prison, had 
found him very sulky, disinclined for social intercourse, and 
anything but filial : all he condescended to growl, with a cha- 
racteristic d or two interlarding his eloquence, was this 

taunting speech : — 

"Well, governor, I may thank you and your counsels for 
this. Here 's a precious end to all my cleyer tricks of trade ! 
I wish you joy of your son, and your daughter too, old man. 
Who wrote that letter ? What, not foimd out yet ? and does 
she still starve for it ? Who gained money as you bade him, 
— ^never mind how ? And is now going to do honour to the 
family all round the world, ey ! — Ha, ha, ha ! " 

The poor unhappy father tottered away as quickly as he 
could, while yet the brutal laughter of that unnatural son rang 
upon his ears. He was quite miserable, let him turn which 
way he would. On 'Change the name had been disgraced, — 
posted up for scorn on the board of degradation ; at home there 
was no pliant son and heir, to testify against Maria, and to 
close the many portals of a wretched father's heart. He grew 
very wretched — very mopy ; determined upon cutting adrift 
shrewd Jack himself, as a stigma on the name which had once 
held the mace of mayoralty; made his will petulantly, for 
good and all, in favour of Stationers' Hall, and felt very like a 
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man who had lived in vain. " Cut it down ; why cumbereth it 
the earth?" 

Meanwhile, in those two opposite quarters of the world of 
London, Newgate and Islington, Sir Thomas's two discarded 
children were bearing in a different way their different pri* 
rations. Poor Marians hour of peril had arrived ; and amidst 
all those pains, dangers, and necessities, a soft and smiling 
babe v^as bom into the world ; gladness filled their hearts and 
praise was on their tongues, when the happy father and mother 
kissed that first-bom son. It was a splendid boy, they said, 
and should redeem his father s fortunes : there was hope in the 
future, let the past be what it may ; and this new bond of union 
to that happy wedded pair made the present-— one unclouded 
scene of gratitude and love. Who shall sing of the humble 
ale-caudle, and those cheerful giviugs to surrounding poor, 
scarcely poorer than themselves ? Who shall record how kind 
was Henry, how useful was the nurse, how liberal the doctor, 
how sympathising all ? Who shall tell how tenderly did Bro- 
vidence step in with another author^s night of that same tragedy, 
and how other avenues to literary gain stood wide open to 
industry and genius? It was happiness all, happiness and 
triumph : they were weathering the storm famously, and had 
safely passed the breakers of False-witness. 

Amidst the other part of London sate a sullen fellow, 
quite alone, in Newgate, looking for his trial on the mor* 
row; and prophesying accurately enough how some two days 
hence, he, John Dillaway of Brokers' Alley, son and heir of the 
richest stationer in Europe, was to appear in the character of a 
convicted felon, and be probably condemned to traniq)ortation 
for life. A pleasant retrospect was his, a pleasanter aspect, 
and a pleasantest prospect : all was pleasure assuredly. 

And the morrow duly came ; with those implacable approvers, 
those accurate Irish witnesses, those tell-tale documents, that 
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prosecuting crown and bank, that dogged jury, and that 8en« 
tencing recorder : so then, by a little after noon, to the scandal 
of Finsbury Square, John Dillaway discovered that the " wise 
man's trick or two in the money market ** was about to be 
rewarded with twenty-one years of transportation. 

Of this interesting fact Henry Clements became acquainted 
by an occasional peep into the public prints ; and he pereeiTed 
to his astonishment, that the defrauded Mrs. Jane Mackenzie, 
of Ballyriggan, near Belfast, could surely be none other than 
his mother's Ulster cousin, the nominal guardian of his boy« 
hood I To be sure, it mattered little enough to him, for the 
old lady had neyer been much better than a stranger to him, 
and at present appeared only in that useless character to an 
expectant, a person despoiled of her money : neyertheless, c^ 
that identical money, certain sanguine friends had heretofore 
given him expectations in the event of her death, seeing thai 
she had nobody to leave it to, except himself and the public 
charities of the United Kingdom : clearly, this cousin must 
have been the defrauded bank annuitant, and he could not help 
feeling more desolate than ever; for John Dillaway's evil 
influences had robbed him now of name, fame, fortune, and 
what hope regards as much as any — expectations. Yet,— must 
not the Bank of England bear the brunt of all this forgery, and 
account for its stock to that innocent depositor ? Old Mrs. Jane 
was sinking into dotag^, probably had plenty of other money, 
and scarcely seemed to stir about the business ; therefore, legi* 
timately interested as Henry indubitably was, he took upon 
him to write to his antiquated relative, and in so doing managed 
to please her mightily; renewed whatever interest she ever 
might have felt in him, enabled him to enforce her just claim, 
and really stood a likelier chance than ever of coming in for 
competency some day. However, for the present, all was 
penuiy still. Clements had been too delicate for even a hint 
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at his deplorable condition: and his distant relative's good 
feeling, so providentiallj renewed, served indeed to gild the 
future, but did not avail to gingerbread the present. So they 
struggled on as well as they could : both very thankful for ihe 
chance which had caused a coalition between sensitiveness and 
interest; and Maria at least more an2dous than ever for a 
reconciliation with her father, now that all his ardent hopes had 
been exploded in son John. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

PROBABLE &E0ONCILIAT1ON. 

It was no use — ^none at all. Nature was too strong for him ; 
and a higher force than even potent Nature. In yain Sir 
Thomas pish'd, and tush'd, and bah'd ; in vain he buried him- 
self chin-deep amongst the ceutuiy of ledgers that testified of 
gainful years gone by, and were now mustily rotting away in 
the stagnant air of St. Benet*s Sherehog : interest had lost its 
interest for him, profits profited not, speculation's seK had dull, 
lack-lustre eyes, and all the hard realities of utilitarian life 
were become weary, flat and stale. Sir Thomas was a miserable 
man — a bereaved old man — who nevertheless clung to what 
was left, and struggled not to grieve for what was lost : there 
was a terrible strife going on secretly within him, dragging him 
this way and that : a little lightning flash of good had been 
darted by Omnipotence right through the stone-built caverns 
of his heart, and was smouldering, a concentrated flame within 
its innermost hollow; a small soft-skinned seed had been 
dropped by the Father of Spirits into that iron-bound soil, and 
it was swelling day by day under the case-hardened surfstce, 
gradually, with gentle violence : despite of all the locks and 
gates, and bolts and bars, a silent enemy had somehow crept 
within the fortress of his feelings, ready at any unguarded 
moment to fling the portals open. The rock had a sealed 
fountain leaping within it, as an infant in the womb. The poor 
old man, the worldly cold old man, was giving way. 

Happy misery! for his breaking heart revealed a glorious 
jewel at the core : Oh, sorrow beyond price ! for natural affec- 
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tions bursting up amid these unsunned snows, \vere a hot-spring 
to that Iceland soul. Oh, bitter, bitter penitence most blest ! 
which broke dowa. the money-proud man, "which bruised and 
kneaded him, humbled, smote, and softened him, and made 
him, come again a little child, — a loving, yearning little child, 
—a child with pity in its eyes, with prayer upon its tongue, 
with generous affection in its heart. *' Oh, Maria 1 precious, 
cast-off child, where art thou, where art thou, where art thou, 
— starving? And canst thou, blessed God, forgive? And 
will not thy great mercy bring her to me yet again ? Oh what 
a treasury of love have I misspent ; what riches of the Heart, 
that only truest wealth, have I, poor prodigal, been squander- 
ing ! Unhappy son, — ^unhappy father of the peijured, heart- 
less, miserable John f Woe is me ! Where art thou, dear 
child, my pure and best Maiia? *' 

We may well guess, far too well, how it was that dear Maria 
came not near him. She had been, prior to confinement, very, 
veiy ill; nigh to death: the pangs of travail threatened to 
have seized upon her all too soon, when wasted with sorrow, 
and weakened by want. She lay long weeks, battling for life, 
in her little back parlour at Islington, tended night and day by 
her kind good husband. 

But did she not often (you will say) uarge him, earnestly as 
the dying ask, to seek out h^ father or brother (she had not 
been told of his conviction), and to let them know this need ? 
Why, then, did he so often put her off with faint excuses, and 
calm her with coming hopes, and do anything, say anything, 
suffer anything rather than execute the fervent wish of the 
affectionate Maria ? It is easily undei:Btood. With, and not- 
withstanding, all the high sentiments, strong sense, and warm 
feelings of Henry Clements, he was too proud to seek any 
Bucoour of the Dillaways. Sooner than give that hard old man, 
or, beforetime, that keen malicious young one, any occasion to 

ffeart, Q 
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triumph over his necessitous condition, he himself would starve; 
ay, and trust to Heaven his darling wife iEind child ; but not 
trust these to them. Never, never — if the heart-divorcing 
workhouse were their doom — should that father or thiat brother 
hear from him a word of supplication, or one murmur of com- 
plaint Nay ; he took pains to hinder their knowledge of this 
trouble ; all the world rather than those two men. Let penury, 
disease, the very parish-beadle triumph over him, but not those 
two. It was a natural feeling for a sensitive mind like his, — 
but in many respects a wrong one. It was to put away, de- 
liberately, the helping hand of Providence, because it bade him 
kiss the rod. It was a direct preference of honour to humility. 
It was an unconsciously unkind consideration of himself before 
those whom he nevertheless believed and called more dear to 
him than life — but not than honour. Therefore it was that the 
hand-bills he had so often seen pasted upon walls were disre- 
garded, that the numerous newspaper advertisements remained 
unanswered, and that all the efforts of an almost frantic father 
to find his long-lost daughter were in vain. 

Meanwhile, to be just upon poor Clements, who really 
fancied he was doing right in this, he left no stone unturned to 
obtain a provision for his beloved wife and child. Frequently, 
by letters (as little urgent as affection and necessity would suffer 
him), he had pressed upon some powerful friends for that vague 
phantom of a gentlemanly livelihood, — " Something under 
Government ; " a hope improbable of accomplishment, indefinite 
as to view, but still a hope : especially, since very civil answers 
came to his request, couched in set terms of official guardedness. 
He had called anxiously upon "old friends," in pretty much of 
his usual elegant dress (for he was wise enough, or proud 
enough, never to let his poverty be seen in his attire,) and they 
made many polite enquiries after " Mrs. Clements," and 
" Where are you living?" and "What are you doing? " and 
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" How is it you never come our way ? " and " Clements has 
cut us all dead," and so forth. It really was entirely his own 
fault, but he never could contrive to tell the truth : and when, 
one day, in a careless tone of voice, he threw out something 
about " Do you happen to have ten pounds about you ? " to a 
dashing young blood of his acquaintance, — ^the dashing young 
blood aflfected to treat it as a joke, — " You married men, lucky 
dogs, with your regular establishments, are too hard upon us 
poor bachelors, who have nothing but Clubs to go to. I give 
you my word, Clements, ten pounds would dine me for a fort- 
night ; — spare me this time, there 's a fine fellow : take the 
trouble to write a cheque on your bankers, — ^here *s paper, — 
and my tiger shall get it cashed for you while you wait : we 
poor bachelors never are too flush." But Clements had already 
owned it was a mere " obiter dictum,'' — ^nothing but a joke of 
prudent marriage against extravagant bachelorship. 

Ah, what a bitter joke was that ! On the verge of that yes 
or no, to be uttered by his fi'ank young friend, trembled reluc- 
tant honour ; home-afifections were imploring in that careless 
toniB of voice ; hunger put that off-hand question. It was vain ; 
a cruel killing effort for his pride : so Henry Clements never 
asked again ; withdrew himself from friends ; grew hopeless^ 
all but reckless ; and his only means of living were picked up 
scantily from the by-ways of literature. An occasional guinea 
from a magazine, a copy of that luckily anonymous tragedy now 
and then sold by him from house to house (he always disguised 
himself at such times), a little indexing to be done for pub- 
lishers, and a little correcting of the press for printers, — these 
formed the trifling and uncertain pittance upon which the pale 
family existed. Poor Henry Clements, proud Henry Clements, 
you had, indeed, a dose of physic for your pride : bitter draughts, 
bitter draughts, day after day: but, for all that weak and 
wasted wife, dearly, devotedly beloved; for all the pining 

aJ2 
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infant, with its angel's face and beantiful smiles ; for all the 
strong pleadings of affection, yea, and gnawing hunger too, the 
strong man*s pride was stronger. And had not God's good 
providence proved mercifully strongest of them all, that fiamilj 
of love would have starved outright for pride. 

But Heaven's favour willed it otherwise. By something 
little short of miracle, where food was scant and medicine scarce, 
the poor emaciated mother gradually gained strength, — -that 
long, low fever left her, health came again upon her cheek, her 
travail passed over prosperously, the baby too thrived (oh, more 
than health to mothers !), and Maria Clements found herself 
one morning strong enough to execute a purpose she had long 
most anxiously designed. "Henry was wrong to think so 
harshly of her father. She knew he would not spurn her away; 
he must be kind, for she loved him dearly still. Wicked as it 
doubtless was of her [dear innocent girl] to have done anything 
contrary to his wishes, she was sure he would relieve her in her 
utmost need. He could not, could not be so hard as poor dear 
Henry made him." So, taking advantage of her hi»band's 
absence during one of his literary pilgrimages, she took her 
long-forgotten bonnet and shawl, and, with the baby in her 
arms, flew on the wings of love, duty, penitence, and affection 
to her dear old home in Finsbory Square. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE FATHER FINDS HIS HEABI FOR ETEB. 

He had been at death's door, sinking out of life, because he 
had nothing now to live for. He still was very weak in b«d^ 
faint, and worn, and white, propped up with pillows,^that poor,' 
bereaved old man. Ever since Ladj Dillawaj's most quiet 
death he had felt alone in the world. True, while she lived 
she had seemed to him a mere tranquil trouble, a useless com- 
placent piece of furniture, often in his way ; but now that she 
Was dead, what a void was left where she had been — mere 
empty space, cold and deathlike. She had left him quite 
alone. 

Then again, — of John, poor John, he would think, and think 
continually — ^not about the little vulgar pock-marked man of 
'Change, the broker, the rogue, the coward,-^but of a happy 
curly child, with sparkling eyes, — ^a meny-hearted, rudUy little 
fellow, romping with his sister — aye, in this very room ; here 
is the identical China vase he broke, all rivetted up; there is 
the comer where he would persist to nestle his dormice. Ah, 
dear child ! precious child ! — ^where is he, where is he now ? 
Where, and what indeed ; alas, poor father ! had you known 
what I do, and shall soon inform the world, of that bad man's 
awful end, one more, one fiercer pang would have tormented 
you : but Heaven spared that pang. Nevertheless, the bitter 
contrast of the child and the man had made him very wretched, 
— and to the widower's solitude added the father's sadness. 

And worst of all,— Maria's utter loss — that dear, warm?- 
hearted, innocent, ill-used, and yet beloved daughter. Why 
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did he spurn her away ? and keep her away so long? — oh, hard 
heart, hard heart ! Was she not innocent after all ? and John* 
bad John, too probably the forger of that letter, as the forger 
of this will ? And now that he would give his life to see her, 
and kiss her, and — no, no, not forgive her, but pray to be for- 
given by her, — " Where is she ; why doesn't she come to hold 
up my poor weak head, — to see how fervently my dead old 
heart has at last learnt to love, — to help a bad, and hard, a 
pardoned and penitent old man to die in perfect peace, — to 
pray with me, for me, to God, our God, my daughter ! Where 
is she, — ^how can I find her out, — ^why will she not come to me 
all this sorrowful year? Oh come, come, dear child, — Our 
Father send thee to me, — come and bless me ere I die, — come, 
my Maria ! " 

Magical, or contrived, as it may seem to us, the poor old 
man was actually bemoaning himself thus, when our dear 
heroine of the Heart faintly knocked at her old home door. It 
opened; a faded looking woman, with a baby in her arms, 
rushed past the astonished butler : and, just as her father was 
praying out aloud for Heaven to speed her to him, that 
daughter's step was at his bed-room door. 

Before she turned the handle, (some housemaid had recog- 
nised her on the stairs, and told her, with an impudent air, 
.that '* Sir Thomas was ill abed,") she stopped one calming in- 
stant to gain strength of God for that dreaded interview, and 
to check herself from bursting in upon the chamber of sickness, 
so as to disquiet that dear weak patient. So, she prayed, 
gently turned the handle, and heard those thrilling words — 
Come, my Maria I 

, It was enough; their hearts burst out together like twin 
fountains, rolling their joyful sorrows together towards the 
sea of endless love, as a swollen river that has broken 
through some envious and constraining dam! It was enough; 
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they wept together, rejoiced together, as long-lost father and 
daughter, in the fervour of new love : the bahe lay smiling and 
playing on the bed : Maria knelt by the bedside in a torrent 
of tears ; while that poor old man, crying and laughing by 
turns, as children do, was praising God out aloud like a 
saint, and calling down blessings on his daughter's head in all 
the transports of a new-found Heart. What a world of things 
they had to tell of, — how much to explain, excuse, forgive and 
be forgiven, especially about that wicked letter, — ^how fervently 
to make up now for love that long lay dormant, — ^how heartily 
to bless each other, and to bless again ! Who can record it 
all? Who can even sketch aright the heavenly hues that 
shone around that scene of the affections ? Alas, my pen is 
powerless, — ^yea, no mortal hand can trace those heavenly hues. 
Angels, that are round the penitent's, the good man's bed, — 
ye albne who witness it, can utter what ye see: ye alone, 
rejoicingly with those rejoicing, gladly speed aloft, frequent 
ambassadors to Him, the Lord of Love, with some new 
beauteous trait, some rare ecstatic thought, some pure delighted 
look, some more burning prayer, some gem of heaven's 
jewellery more brilliant than the rest, which raises happy envy 
of your bright compeers. I see your shining bands crowding 
enamoured round that scene of human tenderness ; while now 
and then some seraph of your thronging spiritual forms will 
gladly wing away to find favour of his God for a tear, or a 
prayer, or a holy thought dropped by his ministering hsmds into 
the treasury of Heaven. 

But the cup of joy is large and deep ; it is an ocean in 
capacity : and mantling though it seemeth to the brim, God's 
bounty poureth on. 

Another step is on the stairs ! You have guessed it, Henry 
Clements. Returned home wearily, after a disheartening ex- 
pedition, and finding his wife, to his great surprise, gone out. 
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sick and weak as still be thought her, he had calculated justly 
on the direction whereunto her heart had carried her ; he had 
followed her speedily, and, with many aelf-componctions, he 
had determined to be proud no more, and to h^p, with all his 
heart, in that holy reconciliation* See I at the bedside, folding 
Maria with one arm, and with his other hand tightly clasped 
in both of that kind and changed old man*s, stands Henry 
Clements. 

Aye, changed indeed 1 who could have discovered in that 
joy-illumined brow, in those blessing-dropping lips, in those 
eyes full of penitence, and pity, and peace, and praise, and 
prayer, the harsh old usurer — the crafty money-cankered 
knave of dim St. Benet's Sherehog — ^tlie cold husband — ^the 
cruel father — ^the man without a heart? Aye, changed — 
changed for ever now, an ever of increasing happiness and love. 
Who or what has caused this deep and mighty change ? Natural 
affection was the sword, and God's the arm that wielded it. 
None but He could smite so deeply ; and when he smote, pour 
balm into the wound : none but He could kill death, that dead 
dried heart, and quicken life within its mummied caverns: 
none but the Voice, which said, '*Let there be Light," could 
work this moral miracle of ** Let there be Love." 

He grew feebler, feebler, that dying kind old man : it had 
been too much for him, doubtlessly ; he had long been ill, and 
should long ago have died ; but that he had lived for this : and 
now the end seemed near. 

They never left his bedside then for days and nights, that new 
found son and daughter : physicians came, and recommended 
that the knight be quite alone, quite undisturbed; but Sir 
Thomas would not, could not — it were cruelty to force it ; so 
he lay feebly on his back, holding on either side the hands of 
Henry and Maria 

It was not so very long : they had come almost in the nick 
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of time : a few dajs and hoars at the most, and all will then 
be over. So did they watch and praj. 

And the old man fetintly whispered :— 

*' Henry, son Henry ; — poor John, forgive him, as you and 
our God have now forgiven me ; poor John, — ^when he comes 
back again from those long yeara of slavery, give him a home, 
son, give him a home, and enough to keep him h<xiest : tell 
him I love him, and forgive him ; and remind him that I died 
praying Heaven for my poor boy's soul- 

" Qenry and Maria, — I had, since my great distresses, well 
nigh forgotten this world's wealth ; but now, thank God, I hav« 
thought of it all for your sakes : in my worst estate of mixid, I 
made a wicked will. It is in that drawer, — quick, give it me. 

"Thanks, — thanks, — there is time to tear it; and these 
good friends, Dr. Jones and Mr. Blair, take witness, — I destroy 
this wicked will ; and my only child Maria, has my wealth iii 
course of law. Wealth, — ^yes, — if well used, let us call it 
wealth ; for riches may indeed be made a mine of good, and 
joy, and righteousness. I am unworthy to use any of it well, 
unworthy of the work, unworthy of the reward : use it well, 
my holier children, wisely, liberally, kindly ; God give you to 
do great good with it ; God give you to feel great happiness in 
all your doing good. My hands, that saved and scraped it all, 
also oftentimes by evil hardness, now penitently washed in 
the Fountain of Salvation, heartily renounce that evil. Be ye 
my stewards ; give liberally to many needy. Oh me, my sin ! 
— children, to my misery you know what need is : I say no 
more, I can say no more ; poor sinful man, how dare I preach 
to others ? Children, dearest ones, I am a father still ; and I 
would bless you — bless you ! 

" I grow weak, but my heart seems within me to grow 
stronger, — I go, — I go, to the Home of Heart, where He 
that sits upon the throne is Love and where all the pulses of 
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all the beings there thrill in unison mth Him, the one Great 
Heart of Heaven ! I, even I, am one of the redeemed, — my 
heart is fixed, I will sing and give praise : J, even I, the 
hardest and the worst, forgiven, accepted! Who are ye, 
bright messengers about my bed, heralds of glory ! I go, I 
go, — one, one more, Maria, — one last kiss ; we meet — again 
— ^in heaven ! " 

Had he fednted? — yes, — ^his countenance looked lustrous, 
yet diminishing in glory even as a setting sun; the living 
smile flEuled gradually away, and a tranquil cold calm crept 
over his cheeks : the angelic light, which made his eyes so 
beautiful to look at, was going out, going out : all was peace, 
peace, deep peace. 

O death, where is thy victory ? O grave, where is thy sling? 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A WORD ABOUT OBIGINALITT AND MOURNING. 

. When a purely inventive genius concocts a fabulous tale, it 
is clearly competent to him so to order matters that characters 
shall not die off till his book is shortly coming to an end : and 
had your obedient servant now been engaged in the architec- 
ture of a duly conventional story, arranged in pattern style with 
climax in the middle and a brace of ups and downs to play 
supporters, doubtless he might easily have kept alive both 
father and mother to witness the triumph of innocence, and 
have produced their deaths at the last as a kind of "sweet 
sorrow," or honied sting, wherewithal to point his moral. Such, 
however, was not my authorship's intention ; and seeing that a 
wilful pen must have its way, I have chosen to construct my 
own veracious tale, respecting the incidents of life smd death, 
much as such events not unfrequently occur, that is, at an 
inconvenient season : for, though such an accessory to the fact 
of dying as triumphant conversion, rather than a tranquil going 
out, may appear to be a little out of the common way, still the 
circumstance of death itself often in real life seems to come as 
out of time, as your wisdom thinks the case in this present 
book of Heart. People will die untowardly, and people will 
live provokingly, notwithstanding all that novelists have said 
and poets sung to the contrary : and if two characters out of 
our principal five have already left the mimic scene, it will 
now be my duty only to show, as nature and society do, how, 
of those three surviving chief dramatis personee, two of them, 
to wit, our hero and heroine of Heart, gathered many friends 
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about their happy homestead, did a world of good, and, in fine, 
furnish our volume with a suitable counterpoise to the mass of 
selfish sin, which (at its height in the onljr remaining character) 
it has been my fortune to record and to condemn as the opposite 
topic of heardessness. 

If writers will be bound by classic rules, and walk on certain 
roads because other folks have gone that way before them, needs 
must that ill-starred originality perish from this world's surfiace, 
and find refuge (if it can) in the gentle moon or Sirius. There- 
fore, let us boldly trespass from the trodden paths, let us rather 
shake off the shackles of custom than hug them as an ornament 
approved ; and, notwithstanding both parental deaths, seem 
ingly ill-timed for the happiness of innocence, let us acquiesce 
in the facta, as plain matters of history, not dubious thoughts 
of fiction ; and let us gather to the end any good we can, either 
from the miserable solitude of a selfish Dillaway, or from the 
hearty social circle of our happy married pair. 

Need I, sons and daughters — ^need I record at any length 
how Maria mourned for her father ? If you now have parents 
worthy of your love, if you now have hearts to love them, I may 
safely leave that theme to your affections : ** now " is for all 
things *' the accepted time," now is the day for reconcOiations : 
our life is a perpetual now. However, unfilial you may have 
been, however stem or negligent they, if there is now the will 
to bless, and now the heart to love, all is well — well at the last, 
well now for evermore, — thank Heaven for so glad a consum- 
mation. Would that my pen had power to make many fathers 
kind, many children trustful ! Would that by some burning 
word I could thaw the cold, shame sarcasms, and arouse the 
apathetic ! Would that invoking upon every hearth, whereto* 
this book may come, the full free blaze of home affections, mj 
labour of love be anything but vain, when God shall have 
blest what I am writing I 
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Yes, children, dear Maria did mourn for her father, but she 
mourned as tboee who hope ; his life had been forgiven, and 
his death was as a saint *s : as for her, rich rewarded daughter 
at the last, one word of warm acknowledgment, one look of 
true affection, one tear of deep contrition, would have been 
superabundant to clear away all the manj clouds, the many 
storms of her past home-life : and, for Our Maker, with His 
pure &nd spotless justice, faith in the Sacrifice had passed all 
sin to Him, and love of the Redeemer had proved that feith 
the true one. How should the daughter mourn for such a soul ? 
With tears — of joy ; with sighs — of kindred hopefulness ; with 
happiest resolve to live as he had died ; with instant prayer 
that her last end be like his. 

There is a plain tablet in St. Benet*s Church, just within the 
altar rail, bearing — no inscription about Lord Mayoralty, 
Knighthood, or the Worshipful Company of Stationers, — but 
full of facts more glorious than every honour under Heaven ; 
for the words run thus : — 

SORROWFaL, TBT RBJOICING, 

A daughter's love has placed this tablet 

TO the memory of 

THOMAS DILLAWAY; 

A MAN, WHO DIED Ilf XHE FAITH OF CHRIST, 
Ilf THE LOVE OF GOD, AND IN THE HOPE OF HEAVEN. 

Noble epitaph ! Let us so live, that the like of this may be 
truth on our tombstones. Seek it, rather than wealth, before 
honour, instead of pleasure ; for, indeed, those words involve 
within their vast significancy riches unsearchable, glory inde- 
structible, and pleasure for evermore ! Hide them, as a string 
of precious pearls, within the casket of your hearts. 

I had almost forgotten, though Maria never could, another 
neighbouring tablet to record the peaceful exit of her mother ; 
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however, as this had been erected by Sir Thomas in his life- 
time, and was plastered thick with civic glories and heathen 
virtues, possibly the transcript may be spared : there was only 
one sentence that looked true about the epitaph, though I wish 
it had been so in every sense ; but, to common eyes, it had 
seemed quite suitable to the physical quietude of living Lady 
Dillaway, to say, ** Her end was peace ; " although, perhaps, 
the husband little thought how sore that mother's heart was 
for dear Maria's loss, how full of anxious doubts her mind 
about Maria's sin. Poor soul, however peaceful now that her 
spirit has read the truth, in the hour of her departure it had 
been with her far otherwise : her dying bed was a troubled sea, 
for she died of a broken heart. 

Yearly, on the anniversaries of their respective deaths, the 
growing clan of Clements make a solemn pilgrimage to their 
grand-paternal shrine, attending service on those days (or the 
holyday nearest to them), at St. Beuet's Sherehog : and Maria's 
eyes are very moist on such occasions; though hope sings 
gladly too within her wise and cheerful heart She does not 
seem to have lost those friends ; they are only gone before. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE HOUSE OF FEASTING. 

But in fact, with our happy married folks an anniversaiy of 
some sort is perpetually recurring ; wedding-days, birth-days, 
and all manner of festival occasions, worthy (as the old 
Eomans would have said' to be noted up with chalk, happened 
in that family of love weekly, — almost daily. They cultivated 
well the gratefal soil of Heart, by a thousand little dressings 
and diggings ; courting to it the warm sunshine of the skies, 
the zephyrs of pleasant recollections, and the genial dews of 
sympathy. And very wise were all those labours of delight ; 
for their sons and their daughters grew up as the polished 
comers in the temple ; moulded with delicate affections, their 
moral essence sharp, and clearly edged with sensitive feelings, 
as if they had sprung fresh from the hands of God, their 
sculptor, and the world had not rubbed off the master-touches 
of His chisel. For, in this dull world we cheat ourselves and 
one another of innocent pleasures by the score, through very 
carelessness and apathy : courted day after day by happy 
memories, we rudely brush them off with this indiscriminating 
besom, the stem material present : invited to help in render- 
iiig joyful many a patient heart, we neglect the little word 
that might have done it, and continually defraud creation of its 
share of kindliness from us. The child made merrier by your 
interest in his toy ; the old domestic flattered by your seeing 
him look so well ; the poor, better helped by your blessing 
than your penny (though give the penny too) ; the labourer, 
cheered upon his toil by a timely word of praise ; the humble 
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friend encouraged by your frankness ; equals made to love you 
by the expression of your love ; and superiors gratified by 
attention and respect, and looking out to benefit the kindly : — 
how many pleasures here for any hand to gather ; how many 
blessings here for any heart to give I Instead of these what 
have;«re rife about the world? frigid compliment, — for warmth 
is vulgar ; reserve of tongue, — for it is folly to be talkative ; 
composure, never at fault, — ^for feelings are dangerous things ; 
gravity, — for that looks wise ; coldness, — ^for other men are 
cold ; selfishness, — for every one is struggling for his own. 
This is all false, all bad ; the slavery chain of custom riveted 
by the foolishness of fashion ; because there ever is a band of 
men and women, who have nothing to recommend them but 
externals, — ^their looks or their dresses, their rank or their 
wealth, — ^and in order to exalt the honour of these, they agree 
to set a compact-seal of silence on the heart and on the mind ; 
lest the flood of humbler men's affections, or of wiser men*8 
intelligence should pale their tinsel praise : and the warm ai^ 
the wise too softly acquiesce in this injury done to heartiness, 
shamed by the efironteiy of cold calm fools, and the shallow 
dignity of 84 empty presence. Turn the tables on them, ye 
truer gentry, truer nobility, truer royalty of the heart and of 
the mind ; speak freely, love warmly, laugh cheerfully, explain 
frankly, exhort zealously, admire liberally, advise earnestly, — 
be not ashamed to show you have a heart : and if some cold* 
blooded simpleton greet your social efforts mth a sneer, repay 
him, (for you can well afford a richer ^t than his whole 
treasury possesses,) repay him with a kindly good-humoured 
smile : it would have shamed Jack Dillaway himself. If a 
man persists to be silent in a crowd for vanity's sake, instead 
of sociable, as good company expects, count him simply for a 
fool ; you will not be far wrong ; he remembers the copybook 
at school, no doubt, with its large-text aphorism, " Silence is 
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Wisdom ;" and thinking in an easy obedience to gain credit 
from mankind by acting on that questionable sentence, the 
result is what you perpetually see — a self-contained, self- 
satisfied, selfish, and reserved young puppy. Hint to such an 
incommunicatiye comrade, that the fashion now is coming about, 
to talk and show your wisdom ; not to sit in shallow silence, 
hiding hard your folly ; soon shall you loosen the floodgates of 
his speech ; and society will even thank you for it ; for, bore 
as the chatterer may ofttimes be, still he does the frank conn 
panion*s duty ; and at any rate is vastly preferable to the dull, 
unwarmed, unsympathetic watcher at the festal board, who sits 
there to exhibit his painted waistcoat instead of the heart 
that should be in it, and patiently waits, with a snakish eye 
and a' bitter tongue, to aid convensation with a saj^^ism. 

Henry and Maria had many hearty friends to keep their 
many anniversaries. They were well enough for wealth, as 
we may guess Without much trouble ; for fhe Knight had left 
three thousand a-year behind him, and Maria, as sole heiress, 
had no difficulty in establishing her claim to it : but, it may 
be well to put mankind in memory, how hospitably, how 
charitably, how wisely, and how heartily, they stewarded it. 
I need not stop to tell of local charities assisted, good societies 
Supported, and of philanthropic good done by means of their 
money, both at home and abroad: nor detail their many 
dinners, and other festal opportunities, rivets in the lengthen- 
ing chain of ordinary friendship : but I do wish to make 
honourable mention of one happiest anniversary, which, whilst 
it commemorated fine young Master Harry's birth, rejoiced the 
many poor of Lower Sack Street, Islington. 

The birth-day itself was kept at home with all the honours, 
in their old house at Finsbury Square; Maria would not 
leave that house, for old acquaintance sake. Master Harry, 
a frank-faced, open-hearted, curly-headed boy of ten (at least 

Meart. u 
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when I dined there, for he has probably grown older since), 
was of course the happy hero of the feast, ably supported by 
divers joyful brothers and sisters, who had all contributed to 
their elder brother's triumph on that day, by the contribution 
,of their various presents,-— one a little scent bag, another a 
rude drawing, another a bookmarker, and so forth, all probably 
'.worthless in the view of selfish calculation, but inestimable 
according to the currency of Heart. Half-a-dozen choice old 
friends closed the list of company ; and a noisy rout of boys 
,and girls were added in the early evening, full of negus, and 
sponge-cake, snap-dragon, and blindman's-buff, with merry 
music, and a golden flood of dances and delight. 

We dined early: and, to be very confidential with you, 
I thought, (until I found out reasons v^hy), that the bill of 
fare upon the table was inordinately large, not to say vulgar ; 
for the board was overloaded with solid sweets and savouries ; 
so, in my uncharftable mind, I set all that down to the 
unciyilised hospitality asserted of a citizen's feast, and (for 
aught I know) still rife in St. Mary Axe and Finsbury Square. 

Never mind how the dinner passed off, nor how jovially the 
children kept it up till near eleven : for I learnt, in an inci. 
dental way, what was regularly done upon the morrow ; and I 
am sure it will gratify my readers to learn it too, as a trait of 
considerate kindness which will gladden man and woman's 
heart. 

On the seventh of April in every year (Harry's birth-day 
was the sixth), Henry and Maria used to go on a humble 
pilgrimage to Lower Sack Street, Islington. Not to shame 
the poor by fine clothes or their usual equipage, they sedu- 
lously donned on thiat occasion the same now faded suits they 
had worn in their adversity, and made their progress in a 
ha«kney-coach. They would have walked for humility's sake 
and sympathy, but that the coach in question was full of eat- 
ables and . drinkables, nicely packed up in well-considered 
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parcels, consisting of the vafit debris of yesterday's over- 
whelming feast,, with a sackful of tea and sugar added. Their 
pockets, also, as I took the liberty of enquiring at Sack Street 
afterwards, must have been well stored, for their largess was 
munificent. Then would they go to that identical lodging of 
years gone by, where they had so struggled with adversity, 
now in the happy contrast of wealth and peace and thankful- 
ness to heaven, and of joy at doing good. That parlour was 
right liberally hired for the day, and idl the poor in Sack 
Street were privileged to call, while Mrs. Clements held hi3r 
levee. They came in an orderly stream, clean for the occasion, 
and full of gratitude and blessings ; and to be just upon the 
poor, no impostor had ever been known to intrude upon the 
privilege of Sack Street. As for dear; Maria, she. regularly 
broke down just as the proceedings commenced, and Henry's 
manlier hand had to give away the spoil ; while Maria sdbbed 
beside him, as if her heart would break. Then did the good 
old nurse come in for a cold round of beef, with tea, sugar, 
and a sovereign ; and the bed-ridden neighbour upstairs for 
jellied soup, and other condiments, with a similar royal climax; 
and the cobbler over the way carried off ham and chickens, 
with apple-pu£Es and a bottle of wine ; and so some thirty 
or forty families were gladdened for the hour, and made 
wealthy for a week. Altogether they divided amongst them a 
coachful of comestibles, and a pocketful of coin. 

It would be impertinent in us to intrude so far on privacy, 
as to record how Henry and Maria passed much time in 
prayer and praise on that interesting anniyersary ; it is unne- 
cessary too, for in fiax^t they did not stop for anniversaries to do 
that sort of thing. Be sure that good thoughts and good 
words are ever found preceding good and grateful deeds. It 
is quite enough to know that they did God service in d)ing 
good to man. 

H 2 
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CHAPTER XVIIl. 

THB BND OF THE HEA&TLES8. 

There is plenty of contrast in this poor book, if tbat be any 
virtue. Let us turn our eyes away from those scenes of love 
and cheerfulness, of benevolence and peace. Let us leave 
Maria in her nurseiy, bearing the tittle ones their lessons; 
and Henry cutting the leaves of a nice new book, fresh from 
the press, whilst his home-taught son and heir is playing at 
pot-hooks and hangers in a copybook beside him. Let ud 
recollect their purity of mind ; their holiness of motive ; and 
their happiness of life ; these are the victims of falsewitness. 
And how fares the wretch that would have starved them ? 

The fate of John Dillaway is at once so tragical, so interesting, 
and so instructive, that it will be well for us to be transported 
for awhile, and give this rogue the benefit of honest company. 

For many months I had seen a sullen frowning fellow, with 
cropped head, ironed-legs, and the motley garments of disgrace, 
driven forth at early morning with his gang of bad compeers ; 
a slave, toiling till nightfiEdl in piling cannon-balls, and chipping 
off the rust with heavy hammers ; a sentinel stood near with a 
loaded musket: they might not speak to each other, that 
miserable gang: hope was dead among them ; life had no de- 
lights ; they wreaked their silent hatred on those hammered 
cannon-balls. The man, who struck fiercest, that scdten omnriot 
with the lowering brow, was our stock-jobber, John Dillaway. 

Soon after that foretaste of slavery at Woolwich, the ship 
sailed, freighted with incarnate crime; her captain was a 
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ruffian (could he help it, with such cargoes ?) ; her crew, the 
ofi&couring of all nations ; and the Chesapeake herself was an 
old rotten hull, condemned, after one more voyage, to be 
broken up; a creaking, foul, unsafe yessel, full of rats, 
Gock-roaches, and other vermin. 

The sun glared ungenially at that blot upon the waters, 
breeding infectious disease ; the waves fluug the hated burden 
from one to the other* disdainful of her freight of sin ; the 
winds had no commission for fair sailing, but whistled through 
the rigging orossways, howling in the ears of many in that 
ship, as if they carried ghosts along with them; the very 
rocks and reefs butted her off the creamy line of breakers, as 
sea-unicorns distorting; no affectionate fiEurewells blessed her 
on departure ; no hearty welcomes await her at the port. 

And they sailed many days as in a floating hell, hot, 
miserable, and cursing; the scanty meal was flung to them 
like dog's-meat, and they lapped the putrid water from a pail ; 
gang by gang for an hour they mighty pace the smoking deck, 
and then and thence were driven down, to fester in the hold 
for three-and*twenty more. O those dose hatches by night; 
what torments were the kernel of that ship ! Suffocated by 
the heat and noxious smells ; bruised against each other, and 
by each other s blows, as the black unwieldy vessel staggered 
about amongst the billows, the wretched mass of human 
misery wore away those tropical nights in horrid imprecation ; 
worse than crowded slaves upon the Spanish Main, from the 
blister of crime upon their souls, and their utter lack of 
hopefulness fpr ever. 

And now, after all the shattering storms, and haggard 
sufferings, and degrading terrors of that voyage, they neared 
the metropolis of Sin ; some town on Botany Bay, a blighted 
shore, — where each man, looking at his neighbour, sees in 
him an outcast from heaven. They landed in droves, that 
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ironed flock of men; and the suUenest-looking scoundrel of 
them all was John Dillawaj. 

There were murderers among his gang ; hut human passions, 
which had hurried them to crime, now had left them as if 
wrecked upon a lee shore, — ^humhled and remorseful, and 
heaven's happier sun shed some light upon their iacea : there 
were burglars; hut the courage that could dare those deeds, 
now lending strength to hear the stroke of punishment, 
enabled them to walk forth even cheerily to meet their doom 
of labour: there was rape; but he hid himself, ashamed, 
vowing better things : fiery arson, too, was there, sorry for his 
rash revenge: also, conspiracy and rebellion, confessing that 
ambition such as theirs had been wickedness and folly ; and 
common frauds, and crimes, and social sins ; bad enough, God 
wot, yet hopeful : but the mesm, heartless, devilish criminality 
of our young Dagon beat them all. If to be hardhearted were 
a virtue, the best man there was Dillaway. 

And now they were to be billetted off among the sturdy 
colonists, as farm servants, near akin to slaves ; tools in the 
rough hands of men who pioneer civilisation, with all the vices 
of the social, and all the passions of the savage. And on the 
strand, where those task-masters congregated to inspect the 
new-come droves, each man selected according to his mind: 
the rougher took the roughest, and the gentler the gentlest ; 
the merry-looking field farmer sought out the cheerful, and 
the sullen backwoods setder chose the sullen. Dillaway's 
master was a swarthy, beetle-browed caitiff, who had worn out 
his own seven years of penalty, and had now set up tyrant for 
himself. 

As a hewer of wood, and a drawer of water, in a stagnant 
little clearing of the forest, our convict toiled continually, 
continually, — like Caliban: all days alike ; hewing at the 
mighty trunk, and hacking up the straggling branches: no 
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hope, no help, no respite ; and the iron of servile tyranny 
entered into his very soul. Aye, aye ; — ^the culprit eonvictedi: 
when he hears in open court, mth. an impudent assurance, the. 
punishment that awaits him on those penal shores, little knows 
the terror of that sentence. Months and years, yea, haply to 
grey hairs and death, slavery immitigated, — ^uncomforted ; toil, 
and pain ; toil and sorrow ; toil, and nothing to cheer ; even ix> 
the end vain tasked toil. Old hopes, old recollections, old 
feelings, violently torn up hy the roots. No familiar face in 
sickness, no patient nurse heside the dying hed : no hope for 
earth, and no prospect of heaven ; hut, in its varying phases,: 
one gloomy glaring orb of ever-present hell. 

It grew intolerable, — intolerable ; he was beaten, mocked,: 
and almost a maniac. Escape, escape ! — Oh, blessed thought I 
— ^into the wild free woods! — ^there, with the birds, and 
flowers, hill and dale, fresh air, and liberty ! — ^Oh, glad hope 
— ^mad hope ! His habitual cunning came to his aid ; he 
schemed, he contrived, he accomplished. The jutting heads 
of the rivets having been diligently rubbed away from his 
galling fetter by a big stone — a toil of weeks — ^he one day 
stood unshackled, having watched his time to be alone. An 
axe was in his hand and the saved single dinner of pea-bread« 
That beetle-browed task-master slumbered in the hut; that 
brother-convict — (why need he care for him, too ? — every one 
for himself in this world) — that kinder, humbler, better man, 
was digging in the open ; — if he want^ to escape, let him think 
of himself: John Dillaway has enough to take care for. Now, 
then; now, unobserved, unsuspected; now is the chancel 
Joy, life, and liberty ! Oh, glorious prospect, — ^for this inland 
world is unexplored. 

He stole away, with pa:nting heart, and fearfully exulting 
eye ; he ran, ran, ran, for miles, — ^it may have been scores of 
them, — till nightfall, on the soft and pleasant greensward 
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under those high echoing wooda. None puxBu^d ; saie, eaie ; 
and delidously he slept that night hesneath a spreading wattle* 
tree, after the first sweet meal of freedom. 

Next mom, waked up like the starting kangarooa around 
him, (for John Dillaway had not bent the knee in prayer ainoQ 
childhood), off he set triumphant and refreshed ; bis arm was 
strong, and he trusted in it ; his axe w89 sharp, and be looked 
to that for help : he knew no other God. Off he set for miles, 
miles, miles : still that continuous high acacia wood, though 
less naturally park-like, oftentimes choked with briars, and here 
and there imperTious ahead. Was it all this same starving 
forest to the wide world's end ? He dug for roots, and found 
some acrid bulbs and tubers, which blistered up his mouth : 
but he was hungry, and ate them ; and dreaded as he ate. 
Were they poisonous ? Next to it, Pillaway : so he hurried 
eagerly to dilute their griping juices with the mountain stream, 
near whioh he slept : the water at least was kindly oooling to 
his hot throat; he drank huge draughts, and stayed his 
stomach. 

Next morning, off again : why could be not catch and eat 
some of those half-tame antelopes ? Ha ! He lay in wait hours, 
hours, near the torrent to which they oame betimes to slake 
their thirst : but their beautiful keen eyes saw him askance — 
and when he rashly hoped to hunt one down afoot, they went 
like the wind for a minute, — then turned to look at him afar 
off, mockingly : — poor, panting, baffled creeper^ 

No ; giye it up— this savoury hope of venison ; he must go 
despondently on and on ; and he filled his belly with grass. 
Must he really starve in this interminable wood? He dreamt 
that night of luxurious city feasts, the turtle, turbot, venison, 
and champagne; and then how miserably weak he woke. But 
he must on, wearily and lamely, for ever through this wood, — 
objectless, except for life and liberty. Oh, that he could meet 
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some savage, and do him battle for the food he carried ; or that 
a dead bird, or beast, or snake lay upon Im path ; or that one 
of those skipping kangaroos would but come within the reach 
of his oft-ain^ed hatchet ! No : for all the birds and flowers, 
and the free wild woods, and hill and dale, and liberty, he was 
starving, starving; so he browsed the grass as Nebuchadnezzar 
in his lunacy. And the &mished wretch would have gladly 
been a slave again. 

Next morning, he must lie and perish where he slept, or 
move on: he turned to the left, not to go on for ever; pro* 
bably, aye too probably, he had been creeping round a belt. 
Oh, precious thought of change ! for within three hours there 
was light ohead, light beneath the tangled underwood: he 
struggled through the last cluster of thick bushes, longing for 
a sight of fertile plains, and open country* Who knows ? are 
there not men dwelling there with flocks and herds, and food 
and plenty ? yes, yes, and Dillaway will do among them yet. 
You envious boughs, delay me not ! He tore aside the last 
that hid his view, and found that he was standing on the edge 
of an ocean of sand — hot yellow sand to the horizon I 

He fainted — he had like to have died ; but as for prayer — 
h^ only muttered curses on this bitter, famishing disappoint- 
ment. He dared not strike into the wood agam — he dared 
not advance upon that yellow sea exhausted and unprovisioned: 
it was his wisdom to skirt the wood ; and so he tramped along 
weakly, weakly. This liberty to starve is horrible ! 

Is it, John Dillaway ? What, have you no compunctions at 
that word starve ? no bitter, dreadful recollections ? Eemem* 
ber poor Maria, that own most loving sister, wanting bread 
through you. Bemember Henry Clements, and their pining 
babe ; — remember your own sensual feastings and fraudulent 
exultation, and how you would have utterly starved the good, 
the kind, the honest ! This same bitter cup is filled for your 
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own lips, and you must drink it to the dregs. Have you no 
compunctions, man? nothing tapping at your heart? for you 
must starve I 

No! not yet, not yet! for chance (what Dillaway lyingly 
called chance) — ^in his moment of remorse at these reflections, 
when God had hoped him penitent at last, and if he still 
continued so might save him — sent help in the desert ! For, 
as he reelingly tramped along on the rank herbage between 
this forest and that sea of sand, just as he was dying of exhaus- 
tion, his faint foot trod upon a store of life and health ! It 
was an Emeu's ill-protected nest ; and he crushed, where he 
had trodden, one of those invigorating eggs. Oh, joy, joy, — u6 
thanks, — but sensual joy ! There were three of them, and 
each one meat for a day ; ash-coloured without, but the within, 
the within, full of sweet and precious yolk! Oh, rich feast, 
luscious and refreshing : cheer up, cheer up : keep one to cross 
the desert with : aye, aye, luck will come at last to clever Jack ! 
how shrewd it was of me to find those eggs ! 

Thus do the wicked foi^et thee, blessed God ! Thou hast 
watched this bad man, day by day, and all the dark nights 
through, in tender expectation of some good : Thou hast been 
with him hourly in that famishing forest, tempting him by 
starvation to — ^repentance; and how gladly did Thine eager 
mercy seize this first opportunity of half-formed penitence to 
bless and help him, even him, liberally and unasked ! Thanks 
to Thee, thanks to Thee! Why did not that man thank 
Thee? Who more grieved at his thanklessness than Thou 
art? Who more sorry for the righteous and necessary doom 
which the impenitence of heartlessness drags down upon itself? 

And Providence was yet more kind, and man yet more 
ungrateful ; mercy abounding over the abundant sin. For the 
famished vagrant diligently sought about for more rich prizes ; 
and, as the manner is of those unnatural birds to leave their 
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eggs carelessly to the hatching of the sunshine, he soon stum- 
bled on another nest. ** Ha, ha!" said he, "clever Jack 
Dillaway of Brokers' Alley isn't done up yet : no, no, trust 
him for taking care of number one : now then for the desert ; 
with these four huge eggs and my trusty hatchet, deuce take 
it, but 111 manage somehow ! " 

Thus, deriying comfort from his bold hard heart, he launched 
unhesitatingly upon that sea of sand : with aching toil through 
the loose hot soil he ploughed his weary way, footsore, for 
leagues, leagues, lengthening leagues; yellow sand all round, 
before, and on either hand, as far as eye can stretch, and behind 
already in the distance that terrible forest of starvation But 
what, then, is the name of this burnt plain, unwatered by one 
liquid drop, unvisited even by dews in the cold dry night? 
Have you not yet found a heart, man, to thank Heaven for 
that kind supply of recreative nourishment, sweet as infant's 
food, the rich delicious yolk, which bears up still your halting 
steps across this world of sand ? No heart, no heart of flesh, 
— but a stone, a cold stone, and hard as yonder rocky 
hillock. 

He climbed it for a view, — and what a view ! a panorama 
of perfect desolation, a continent of vegetable death. His spirit 
^most failed within him; but he must on, or perish where h^ 
stood. Taking no count of time, and heedless as to whither he 
might wander, so it be not back again along that awful track of 
liberty he longed for, he crept on by little and little, often rest- 
ing, often dropping for fatigue, night and day, day and night : 
he had made his last meal ; he laid him down to die, — and 
already the premonitory falcon flapped him with its heavy 
wing. Ha ! what are all those carrion fowls congregated there 
for? Are they battening on some dead carcase? 0, hope, 
hope ! there is the smell of food upon the wind : up, man, up, 
battle with those birds, drive them away, hew down that fierce 
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inrhite eagle with jour axe ; what right have thej to precious 
food, when man, their monarch, starves ? So, the poor emar 
ciated culprit seized their putrid prey, and the scared fowls 
hovered but a little space above, waiting instinctively for this 
new victim : they had not left him much — it was a feast of 
remnants — pickings from the skeleton of some small creature 
that had perished in the desert, — a wombat, probably, starved 
upon its travels ; but a royal feast it was to that famishing 
viretch ; and, gathering up all the remainder of those priceless 
morsels, which he saved for some more fearful future, again he 
crept upon his way. Still the same, night And day, day and 
night, — for he could only travel a league a day : and at length, 
a shadowy line between the sand and sky, — hx, far off, but 
circling the horizon as a bow of hope. Shall it be a land of 
plenty ? green, well watered meadows, the pleasant homes of 
man, though savage, not unfriendly ? hope, unutterable ! 
or is it (0 despipr \) another of those dreadful woods, starving 
solitude under the high-arched gum*trees ? 

Onward he crept ; and the line on the horizon grew broader 
and darker : onward still ; he was exulting, he had conquered, 
he was bold and hard as ever. He got nearer, now within 
some dozen miles ; it was an indistinct distance, but green at 
any rate ; huzza,-*-never mind nightfall ; he cannot wait, nor 
rest, with this Elysium before him : so he toiled along through 
all the black night, and a friendly storm of rain refreshed him, 
as his thirsty pores drank in the cooling stream. Aha 1 by 
morning's dawn he should be standing on the edge of that 
green paradise, fresh as a young lion, and no thanks to any 
one but his own shrewd indomitable self. 

Morning dawned, — and through the vague t^lght loomed 
some high and tangled wall of green foliage, stretching seem* 
ingly across the very world. Most sickening sight ! a matted, 
thorny jungle, one of those primeval woods again, but closer, 
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thicker, darker than the park-like one before ; rank and 
pricklj herbage in a rotting swamp, crowding up about the 
stately trees. Must he battle his way through? Well then, 
if it must be so, he must and will ; anything rather than this 
hot and blistering sand. If he is doomed by fate to starve* 
be it in the shade, not in that fierce sun. So, he weakly plied 
his hatchet, flinging himself with boldness on that league-thick 
hedge of thorns ; his way was choked with thorns ; he strug- 
gled under tearing spines, and through prickly underwood, 
and over tangled masses of briery plants, clinging to him 
everywhere around, as with a thousand taloned claws ; he is 
exhausted, extrication is impossible; he beats the tough 
creepers with his dulled hatchet, as a wounded man, vainly ; 
ha I one effort more, — ^a dying effort, — must he be impaled 
upon these sharp aloes, and strange-leafed prickly shrubs; 
they have caught him there, those thirsty poisoned hooks, 
innumerable as his sins ; his way, whichever way he looks, is 
hedged up high with thorns, thickset thorns, sturdy tearing 
thorns, that he cannot battle through them. Emaciated, 
bleeding, rent, fainting, famished, he must perish in the 
merciless thicket into which hard-heartedness has flung 
him! 

Before he was well dead, those flapping carrion fowls had 
found him out ; they were famishing too, and half forgot their 
natural distaste for living meat. He fought them vainly, as 
the dying fight : soon there were other screams in that echoing 
solitude, besides the screeching fjedcons ! — and when they 
reached his heart, (if its matter aptly typified its spirit), that 
heart should have been a very stone for hardness. 

So let the selfish die ! alone, in the waste howling wilder- 
ness ; so let him starve uncared-for, whose boast iii was that 
he had never felt for other than himself, — who mocked God, 
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and scorned nian» — whose motto throughout life, one sensual, 
unsympathismg, harsh routine, was this : — *♦ Take care of the 
helly, and the heart will take care of itself," — ^who never had a 
wish for others* good, a care for others' evil, a thought heyond 
his own base carcase ; who \ma a man, — ^no man, — a wretch, 
without a heart. So let him perish miserably ; and the white 
eagles pick his skeleton clean in yonder tangled jungle ! 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

WHEHEIN MATTERS ARE CONCLUDED. 

. Cebtain folks at Ballyriggan, near Belfast, observe to me, 
mth not a little Irish truth, that it is by no means easy to 
:conclude a history never intended to be finished. It so 
happens that my good friends, the clan Clements, are still 
enjoying life and all its sweets, beneficent in their generation ; 
and as for their Hearts* affections, that story without an end 
will still be heard, ringing on its happy changes, in the pre- 
sence of God and of his immortal train, when every reader of 
these records shall have been to this world dead. Out of the 
heart are the issues of life, and within it is life's well-spring. 
Death is but a little narrow gate, in a dark rough pass among 
the mountains, where each must go alone, one by one, in 
solemn silence, for the avalanches hanging overhead ; one by 
one, in breathless caution, for there is but barely a footing ; 
pne by one, for none can help his brother on the track : the 
steady eye of faith, the firm foot of righteousness, the staff of 
hope, to comfort and support, — ^these be the only helps. And 
each one carries with him, as his sole possession on that lonely 
journey, no heaps of wealth — ^no trappings of honour ; thesd 
burdens of the camel must all be lifted off, ere he can struggle 
through that gully in the rocks, — " The Needle's Eye ; " but 
the sole possession which every wayfarer must take with him 
into those broad plains where only Spirit can be seen, and 
Sin no longer can be hid, is the shrine of his affections, the 
casket of his precious pearls in life — ^his Heart, uumantled and 
unmasked. And if in time it had been a well of love, flowing 



1 12 MATTERS CONCLUDED. [chap. xix. 

towards God in penitence, and irrigating this world's garden 
with charities and blessed works, that little sparkling stream 
shall then burst forth from this rocky portal of the grave, a 
river of joy and peace, to gladden even more the sunny pro- 
vinces of heaven. For the heart, with its affections, never 
dieth : they may, indeed, flow inward, and corrupt to selfish- 
ness ; becoming then, in lieu of fountains of water, gushing 
forth to everlasting life, a bottomless volcano of hot lava, 
tempestuous and involved, setting up the creature as his own 
foul god, and living the perpetual death-bed of the damned ; 
or they may nobly burst the banks of self* and, rising 
momentarily higher and higher, till every Nilometer is 
drowned, will seek for ever, with expanding strength, to reach 
the unapproachable level of that source in the Most Highest 
whence they origitially sprung. For this cause, the kindest 
fatherly word which ever reached man's ear, the surest scheme 
for happiness that ever touched his reason, was one from 
God's own heart : — *' My son, give me thy heart." 

They lived upon the blessing of that Word, our noble, kindly 
pair. To enlai^ge upon the thought as respects a better world 
is well for those who will : for if He that made the eye and 
framed the ear, by the stronger argument Himself must see 
and hear, so He that fashioned loveliness and moulded the 
affections, how well deserving must that Beautiful Spirit b6 
of his rational creature's heart! Away with mawkish cant 
and stale sentimentalities 1 let us think, and speak, and feel 
as men, framed by Nature's urgent law to love the lovely and 
to hate the vile. Oh that the advocates for Him, the Good 
One, would oftener plead His cause by the human affections,—^ 
by generosity, by sympathy, by gentleness and patience, by 
self-denying love, and soul-absorbing beauty ; for these are of 
the essence of God. and their spiritual influence on reason's 
child writes upon his heart that warmer code of morals, which 
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the iron tool of threatemng availeth not to gmve upon the 
lock, while the voice of love can change that rock into a spring 
of imter. 

But we must descend from our altitudes, and speak of lower 
things ; fbr time and space £orbid much longer intrusion on 
your courtesy. A few ravellii^ threads of diis our desultory 
tale have jet to be gathered up, as tidily as may be. Suffer, 
tlien, such mingling of my t}ioughts : the web I weave has 
many threads, woven with divers colours. Human nature is 
nothing if not inconsistent ; ajad I have no more notion of 
irrev^ence in turning from a high topic to a low one, than a 
bee may be fancied to have of irrelevant idleness in flitting 
from the sweet videt to the scentless dahlia. We may gather 
honey out of every flower. 

Have you not often noticed, that riches generally come to a 
man; when he least stands in need of tibem? Dii^ectly a 
middle-aged heir succeeds to his long-expected heritage, hall- 
a-dozen aimts and second cousins are sure to die off and- leave 
hinn superabounding legacies, any one of which would have 
helped his poverty-stricken youth, and made him of indepen- 
dent mind throughout his servile manhood. The other day 
(the idea remains the same, though the fact is to be questioned) 
liie richest lord in Etm^ dug up a chest of hoarded coins, 
many thousand pounds* worth, simply because he did^nt want 
it : and, if such particularisatioQ were not improper and invi- 
dious, you or I might name a brace of friends a piece, who, 
having once lacked bread in their career of IMe, suddenly have 
found themselves monopolising two or three great fortunes. 
As to few things are certain novel writers less ^e truth in 
their descriptions, than where ample wealth £sdls upon the 
hero just in the nick of time. Providence intends to tettch 
by peniuy ; yes, and by prosperity too : and we almost never 
see the reward given, or the no less reward witiiheld, just as 

ffeark i 
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the scholar has hegon to spell his lesson, and before he has 
the chance of getting it by Heart. 

That another death should occur, in the progress of this 
tale, must be counted lor no £eiult of nune ; especially as I am 
not about to intrude another death-bed. One need not have 
the mummy always at our feasts. Surely, too, these deaths have 
ever been on fit occasion : one broken heart ; one bereaved, 
yet comforted ; and one which perished in its sin of uttermost 
hard-heartedness. And here, if any Insurance clerk, or other 
interested person, will show cause why Mrs. Jane Mackenzie 
should not die at the age of ninety-two, I inrould keep her alive 
if I could ; but the fact is, I cannot : she died. Henry 
Clements never saw her, any more than I nor dear Maria 
But that was no earthly reason wherefore — 

First, Maria should not bewail the dear old relative's loss 
with all her heart and eyes, and children and household in 
mourning. 

Nor, secondly, wherefore Mrs. Jane Mackenzie, aforesaid, of 
Ballyriggan, province of Ulster, should not leave her estate of 
Ballyriggan aforesaid, and a vast heap of other property, to 
the only surviving, though distant, scion of her fEunily, Henry 
Clements. 

Nor, thirdly, wherefore I should not record the fiEtct, as duly 
bound in my capacity of honest historian. 

This accession of property was large, almost overwhelming, 
when added to Maria's patrimony of three thousand a year, the 
produce of St. Benet's Sherehog : for besides and beyond a 
considerable breadth of Irish acres, sundry houses in Belfast, 
and an accimiulation of half-forgotten funds, the Bank of 
England found itself necessitated (firom particular circum- 
stances of ill caution in its servants) to refund the whole of 
that 12,043Z. bank annuities, which Jack Dillaway and his 
ladies had already made away with. 
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Eich, however, as Clements had become, he felt himself 
only as a great lord's steward to help a needy world ; and I 
never heard that he spent a sixpence more upon himself, his 
equipage, or his family, from being some thousands a year 
richer : though I certainly did hear that, owing to this legacy, 
every tenant upon Ballyriggan, and a vast number of strug- 
gling feimilies in SpitaJfields and round about St. Benet's, had 
ample cause to bless Heaven and the good man of Finsbuiy 
Square. As for dear Maria, it rejoiced her generous heart to 
find that Henry (whose gentlemanly pride had always been 
reproaching him for pauperism), was now become pretty well 
her equal in wealth ; even as her humility long had known 
him her superior in mind, good looks, and good family. 
. Another thread in my discourse, hanging ' loosely on the 
world, concerns our ladies-legatees. What became of Miss 
Julia, after the safe and successful issue of that vengeful trial, 
I never heard ; and, perhaps, it may be wise not to inquire : 
if she changed her name, she did not change her nature ; and 
is probably still to be numbered among the sect of Strand 
peripatetics. 

But of Anna Bates, I have pleasanter news to tell. With 
respect to repentance, let us be charitable and hope, even if 
we cannot be so sanguine as firmly to believe ; but at any rate 
we may rest assured of an outward reformation, and an honest 
manner of life. The miracle happened thus. After the trial 
and condemnation of Dillaway, poor Anna Bates felt entirely 
disappointed that she had not the chance of better things pre-* 
sented to her mind by transportation ; the two approvers, to 
her dismay, poor thing, were graciously pardoned for their 
evidence ; and whereas the one of them returned to her old 
courses more devotedly than ever, the other resolved to make 
one strong efifort to extricate her loathing self from the gulph 
•in which she lay. Fortunately for her, our Maria had the 

i2 
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heart to pity and to help a frail and fisdlen sister ; and when 
the poor disconsolate woman, finding her to be the sister of 
that evil paramour, came to Mrs. Clements in distress, reveal* 
ing all her past sins and sorrows, and pleading for some 
generous hand to lift her out of that miserable state, she did 
not plead in yain. Maria spumed her not awaj, nor coldly 
disbelieved her promise of amendment ; but, taking counsel of 
her husband, she gave the poor woman sufficient means of 
setting up a milliner's shop at Hull, where, under her paternal 
name of Stellingbume, our Fleet Street lady-legatee still sur> 
vives, earning a decent livelihood, and little suspected amongst 
her kindly neighbours of ever having been muoh worse than a 
strictly honest woman. 

For another thread, if the reader, in his ample curiosity, 
wishes to be informed how it became possible for me to learn 
the fate of Dillaway, let him know, that up to the hour of 
escape, I derived it easily from living witnesses ; and there- 
after, that certain settlers, having set out to explore the 
countiy, found a human skeleton stretched upon a thicket, 
which, from the debris of convict's clothes, and the hatchet 
stamped with his initials, was easily decided to be that bad 
man's. It always had struck me, as a remarkable piece of 
retribution, that whereas John made Austral shares a plea for 
ruining Henry Clements, a howling Austral wilderness was 
made the means of starving him. Maria never heard what 
became of her brother; but still looks for his return some day 
with affectionate and earnest expectation. 

Another litde matter to be mentioned is the fact, that 
Henry Clements, in his leisure from business, and freedom 
from care, resolved to attain to some literary glories; and 
first, he published his now renowned tragedy of Boadicea, with 
his name at length, giving a mint of proceeds to that very 
proper charity the Theatrical Fund. Secondly, he followed up ■ 
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his tragic triumph by a splendid " Caractacos," by nmy of a 
companion picture. Thirdly, he turned to his maligned law* 
treatise on Defence, and boldly published a capital yindicatiou 
thereof, flinging down his gauntlet to the judges both of law 
and literature. It was strange, by the way, and instrucdya 
also, to And with what a deferential air the wealthy writer now 
was listened to ; and how meekly both Cynic and Corinthian 
kissed the smiting hand of the literaiy genius, who — gave 
such sumptuous dinners; for Henry, of his mere kindness, 
(not bribery — don't imagine him so weak,) now that he was 
known as a Msscenas amongst authors, made no inyidious dis- 
tinctions between literary magnates, but effectually overcame 
evil with good by his hearty hospitality to Corinthian and 
Cynical editors, as well as to other potent wielders of the pen 
of fame, who had erstwhile favoured the productions of his 
genius. 

The last dinner he gave, I, an old friend of the family, was 
present ; and when the ladies went up stairs, I had, as usual, 
the honour of enacting vice. It was according to Finsbuiy 
taste and custom, to produce toasts and speeches; whether 
cold high-breeding would have sanctioned this or not, little 
matters ; it was warm and cordial, and we all liked it : more- 
over, finding ourselves at Rome, we unanimously did as other 
Romans do : and this I take to be politeness. Among the 
speeches, that which proposed the health of the host and 
hostess caused the chiefest roar of clamorous joy : it was a 
happy-looking friend who spoke, and what he said was much 
as follows : 

" Clements, my dear, fellow, you are the happiest man I 
know — except myself; at least in one thing I am happier, — 
for I can call you friend, whereas you can only return the 
compliment with such a sorry substitute as I am." 

[This ingenious flattery was much ridiculed afterwards ; but 
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I pledge my word the man intended what he said : moreover 
he went on, utterly regardless of surrounding critics, in all the 
seeming egotism of a warm and open heart] 

" Clements, — ^I cannot help telling you how heartily I love 
you ; " (Hear, hear !) " and I wish I had Imown you thirty 
years instead of three, to have said so with the unction of my 
earliest recollections : hut we cannot help antiquity, you 
know. Let us all the rather make up now hy heartiness for 
all lost time. I think, nay, am sure, that I speak the lan- 
guage of all present in telling you, I love you ; " (an enormous 
hear-hearing, which rose above the d^a^ving-room floor ; Harry 
Clements singularly distinguished himself, in proving how 
he loved his father ; a fine young fellow he grows too, and I 
wish, between ourselves, to catch him for a son-in-law some 
day;) — "Yes, Clements, I do love you, and your children j 
and your wife, for there is the charm of Heart about you all ; 
in yourself, in your Maria, in that fine frank youth, and those 
dear warm girls up stairs " (every word was bravoed to the 
echo,) ** in every one of you, all the charities and amenities, 
all the kindness and the cheerfulness of life appear to be em- 
bodied ; you love both God and man ; the rich and poor alike 
may bless you, Clements, and your admirable Maria; whilst, 
bs for yourselves*, you both may well thank God, whose mercy 
made you what you are." 

Clements hid his face, and Harry sobbed with joy fulness. 

** Friends ! a toast and sentiment, with all the honours : — 
* This happy family ! and may all who know them now, or 
come to hear of them in future, cultivate as they do all the 
home-affections, and acknowledge that there is no wealth of 
man's, which may compare with Kiches of the Heart.* " 

THE END 
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AMERICAN BALLADS. 



I. 

TO BKOTHER JONATHAN. 



Ho 1 Brother, I *m a Britisher, 

A chip of heart of oak 
That yrouldn't warp or swerve or stir 

From what I thought or spoke, — 
And you — a blunt and honest man. 

Straightforward, kind, and true, 
I tell you. Brother Jonathan, 

That you 're a Briton too I 

I know your heart, an open heart, 

I read your mind and will, 
A greyhound ever on the start 

To run for honour still ; 
And shrewd to scheme a likely plan, 

And stout to see it done, 
I tell you, Brother Jonathan, 

That you and I are one I 
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There may be jealousies and strife, 

For men have selfish ends, 
But petty quarrels ginger life, 

And help to season friends ; 
And pundits who, with solemn scan, 

Judge humans most aright. 
Decide it, testy Jonathan, 

That brothers always fight. 

Two fledgling sparrows in one nest 

Will chiip about a worm, 
Then how should eaglets meekly rest. 

The children of the storm? 
No ! while their rustled pinions fan 

The eyrie's dizzy side, 
Like you and me, my Jonathan, 

It 's all for Love and Pride ! 

" God save the Queen " delights you still, 

And " British Grenadiers," 
The good old strains your heartstrings thrill. 

And catch you by both ears ; 
And we, — hate us if you can. 

For we are proud of you. 
We like you. Brother Jonathan, 

And " Yankee^ Doodle " too ! 

There *s nothing foreign in your fece, 

Nor strange upon your tongue. 
You come not of another race, 

From baser lineage sprung ; 
No, brother I though away you ran, 

As truant boys will do. 
Still true it is, young Jonathan, 

My fethers fiathered you. 
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Time was, — it wasn't long ago, 

Your grandsire went with mine 
To battle traitors, blow for blow, 

For England's royal line ; 
Or tripped to court to kiss Queen Anne, 

Or worship mighty Bess, 
And you and I, good Jonathan, 

Went with them then, I guess. 

Together both, — 'twas long ago, 

Among the Roses fought, 
Or charging fierce the Paynim foe 

Did all knight-errants ought : 
As Cavalier or Puritan 

Together prayed or swore, 
For John's own Brother Jonathan 

Was only John of yore ! 

There lived a man, a man of men, 

A King on fancy's throne, 
We ne'er shall see his like again, 

The globe is all his own ; 
And, if we claim him of our clan. 

He half belongs to you. 
For Shakspere, happy Jonathan, 

Is yours and Britain's too I 

There was another glorious name, 

A poet for all time. 
Who gained the double-first of fame, 

The beautiful-sublime ; 
And let us hide him as we can, 

More miserly than pelf, 
Our Yankee brother Jonathan 

Cries halves in Milton's self ! 
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Well, well; and eveiy praise of old. 

That makes us famaoB still. 
You would be just, and may be bold 

To share it if you will,— 
Since England's gloiy first began. 

Till— just the other day. 
The half is yours ! but, Jonathan, 

Why did you run away ? 

Brother, could we both be one 

In nation and in name. 
How gladly would the very sun 
^ lie basking in our fiamo I 

I In either world to lead the van 

And go ahead for good, 
While earth to John and Jonathan 
j Yields tribute gratitude 1 

I Add but your stripes and golden stars 

To brave St. George's cross, 
^ And never dream of mutual wars 

I Two dunces* mutual loss ; 

Let us two bless where others ban, 

And love when others hate. 
And so, my cordial Jonathan, 
We 11 fit, I calculate. 

What more ? I touch not holier strings 

A loftier strain to win, 
Nor glance at prophets, priests, and kings* 

Or heavenly kith or kin ; 
As friend with friend, and man with man, 

O let our hearts be thus, 
As David's love to Jonathan, 

Be Jonathan's to us ! 
Albubt, Jwne Sih, 1848. 
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IL 
"YE THIRTY NOBLE NATIONS." 



Ye Thirty noble Nations 

Confederate in One I 
That keep your starry stations 

Around'' the Western Sun,— 
I have a glorious mission, 

And must obey the call, — 
A claim! and a petition ! 

To set before you AIL 

Away mth party blindness. 

Away with petty spite I 
My Claim is one of Kindness, 

My Prayer is one of Eight; 
And while in grace ye listen, — 

For tenderness, I know 
Your eyes shall dim and glisten. 

Your hearts shall thrill and glow ! 

For, on those hearts is written 

The spirit of my song, — 
I claim your love for Britain, 

In spite of every wrong ! 
I claim it for — your mother. 

Your sister, and your spouse. 
Your father, friend, and brother. 

The " Hector " of your vows ! 
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In spite of all the evils 

That statesmen ever brew'd, 
Or busy printer's-devils, 

Or Celtic gratitude, — 
In spite of politicians 

And diplomatic fuss, 
Your feelings and traditions 

Are cordially with us ! 

O yes ! your recollections 

Look back with streaming eye 
To pour those old affections 

On scenes and days gone by ; 
Your Eagle well rememberd 

His dear old island-nest, 
And sorrow stirs the embers 

Of love within his breast I 

Ah ! need I tell of places 

You dream and dwell on still ? 
Those old familiar feces 

Of English vale and hill, — 
The sites you think of, sobbing, 

And seek as pilgrims seek. 
With brows and bosoms throbbing 

And tears upon your cheek ! 

Or should I touch on glories 

That date in ages gone. 
Those dear historic stories 

When England's name was won,- 
The tales your children thronging 

So gladly hear you tell, 
And note their father's longing 

And love that longing well I 
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For language, follies, fashions, 

Eeligion, honour, shame, 
And hunmn loves and passions, 

Oh I we are just the same ; 
You, you are England, groiiAng 

To Continental state, 
And we Columbia, glowing 

With all that maJkes you great ! 

Yes, Anglo-Saxon brother, 

I see your heart is right, — 
And we will warm each other 

With all our loves alight ; 
In feeling and in reason 

My Claim is stowed away, — 
And kissing is in season 

For ever and a day ! — 

And now in frank contrition, 

brother mine, give heed, — 
And hear the just Petition 

My feeble tongue would plead ; 
I plead across the waters, 

So deeply crimson-stain'd. 
For Afric's sons and daughters 

Whom freemen hold enchain'd ! 

I taunt you not unkindly 

With ills you didn't make, 
I would not wish you blindly 

In haste the bond to break ; 
But tenderly and truly 

To file away the chain, 
And render justice duly 

To Man's Estate again ! 
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judge ye how degrading, — 

A Christian bought and sold ! 
And human ntonsters trading 

In human flesh for gold ! 
WhAi ruthlessly they plunder 

Poor Afric*8 homes defll'd. 
And all to sell — asunder ! 

The mother, and her child. 

O free and fearless Nation* 

Wipe out this damning spot, 
Earth's worst abomination. 

And nature's blackest blot ; 
Begin and speed the rather 

To help with hand and eye 
The children of your Father 

Beneath His tropic sky. 

HE— HE who form*d and frees us 

And makes us white within, 
Who knows how Holy JESUS 

May love that tinted skin ! 
For none can tell how darkly 

The sun of Jewxy shed 
Its burning shadows starkly 

On Jesu's homeless head 1 

And lo 1 One great sal^tion 

Hath buret upon the World, — 
And God's Illumination 

Like noonday shines unfurl'd ; 
Shall bonds or colour pale it ? 

Candace's Eunuch — say! — 
The first, thoi^h black, to hail it. 

And love the Gospel Day ! 
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Columbia, well I note it, 

That half your sons are strong 
Against this ill, and vote it 

A folly and a wrong ; 
Tet, lurks there not a loathing, 

Aye, with your best-inclia'd, 
Against that sable clothing 

Of Man's own heart and mind ? 

I chaige you by your power. 

Your freedom and your fame., 
To speed the blessed hour 

That wipes away this Shame 
By all life's hopes and wishes 

And fears beyond the grave, 
Renounce these blood-bought ricbes, 

And frankly free the slave! 

So let whatever threaten, 

While God is on our side, 
Oolumbia and Britain 

The world shall well divide,^ — • 
Divide ? — No ! in one tether 

Of Anglo-Saxon might 
We 11 hold die world together 

In peace and love and right ! 



FuRZB Hill,, 

Sept. 27^ 1848, 



HeaH, 
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HI. 
JOHN'S REJOINDER. 

Huzzah for guessing — ^brother mine t 

I guessed we loved each other ; 
Huzzah ! I scarce can drop a line 

Without the tag of — ^brother ; 
Huzzah ! for all the kind Replies 

Wherewith you bless and love me, — 
They thrill my heart and fill my eyes 

With thanks to God above me ! 

From East to West, from North to South, 

Through all your boundless regions, 
The staves that tumble from my mouth 

Have stirr*d your thousand legions ; 
Have made the hearts of women ache. 

The minds of men to flutter, 
Because you felt before I spake 

The words that I would utter ! 

You felt that Britain loved you stil], 

Your foolish fond old mother, — 
And gave her, — ^not against your will, — 

The love you cannot smother ! 
You felt that you, though new, are Old 

As England's ancient glories, — 
You throbb'd to feel youb triumphs told 

In all her strains and stories I 
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yes ! dear brethren o*er the sea, 
Your verses, loves, and letters 

Have been a mix'd account with me 
Where both of us are debtors ; 

1 owe you gratitude and praise 
For gratitude and praises, 

And when in thanks your heart you raise 
His thanks my heart upraises ! 

Not that, good Jonathan, we try 

The game of mutual scratching, — 
You, Yankee true, and John Bull I 

Breed fowls of purer hatching ; 
We tell the truth ; not less nor more ; 

So be it kindly spoken ; 
For thus, no heart was e'er made sore. 

No head was ever broken. 

When Pegasus I sit astride 

I fill my saddle squarely, — 
No fence so high, no ditch so wide, 

But I will take it fairly ; 
I hate the nambypamby plan 

Of lounging upon pillions, — 
What I would say to one plain man 

1 11 sing to fifty millions I 

No truckling tricks will do for us. 

The this-and-that-way swerving ; 
If John is pleased to praise you thus. 

It 's that you Ve weU-deserving : 
But should he fawn your faults forsooth ? 

Such meanness — I abhor it, — 
No, — since in love I speak the truth. 

Come, kiss your brother for it ! 
e3 
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Now, lately, with a faithful hand 

I touched, in love and lightness, 
The one black spot upon your land. 

The shadow to your brightness; 
I know how hard it is to cure 

That sore, — and how you rue it, — 
But, Jonathan, of this I 'm sure, 

You 11 soon and somehow-— do it ! 

More haste, less speed ; so speed apace, 

As prudent duty bids you ; 
Twill be indeed a year of grace 

That of this scandal rids you : 
The land of liberty and light, 

The Beacon on the Waters, 
Shall soon be quit of blame and blight 

For Afric's sons and daughters I 

You best know how, and why, and when ; 

For us, we cannot teach you ; 
But simply, — ^by the rights of Men 

And Women, — ^we beseech you ! 
Take copy, brother, only here, — 

By Britain's good intentions ; 
For all beside a conscience clear 

We Ve got but bad inventions ! 

Our faults were haste, and wanton was(»^ 

Disinterested ruin ! 
Don Quixote stood to tilt for good, 

And lo ! his own undoing: . 
But, Jonathan, a shrewder man, 

A very early riser, — 
I credit you to find a plan 

To manage meters wiser ! 
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The wise, my Jonathan, he knows 

That all things here need mending ; 
And hest of friends are always those 

Who never fear offending ; 
hlind, and halt, and full of fault 

Are men of every nation, 
Then how should we, trae friend, he free 

From that which dims Creation ? 

Kever again shall we two part 

In hatred or rejection, — 
Nor ever meet, hut either heart 

Shall beat with true affection ; 
Our " brother banners " we will rear 

For Fatherland and Sonland, 
Because, Columbia near and dear, 

We twain are truly one-land I 

Aye, Jonathan, — take John for this. 

Your brother staunch and steady, 
The very mind and man, I wis, 
^ To like old " Rough and Ready ! " 
Then — cheers for Taylor, — great and wise 

Because un-glory bitten, — 
And — ^yes, I see it in your eyes, 

Nine more for Vic. and Bbitain ! 

FuBZE Hill, 

Nov. 29, 1843. 
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IV. 
THE « INTERNATIONAL." 

Ghables Lesteb ! a noble and generous mind, 

I pray you to print what I send you, 
Nor count it a matter unwise and unkind, 

Because to your face I commend you ; 
I love what I love, and I hate what I hate. 

And I speak what I choose to be spoken, 
As free as your free and imperial state, 

And as cordial — ^by the same token. 

To-day I Ve concluded to throw into rhyme 

A welcome to this your endeavour 
To bind in a friendship sincere and sublime 

Two nations for ever and ever ! 
Two nations? why two^ They are one, true arid fast, 

A Mother, well-blest in a Daughter ; 
The bygones of both are in ages long past. 

Their future is — over the water. 

You know me of old, a " proverbial " friend, 

A " pyramid-climber " and ** poet," 
Of great " probabilities " some to oflfend. 

And " heart " enough always to show it ; 
With a small " crock of gold," an " authorial mind," 

And " twins," and a rare lot of ba-bi-es. 
And a spirit [not wife] that was never confined. 

Except with poetical ra-bi-es. 
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So, trust me to speak to the toast of to-day, — 

" Your New International I vivat /" 
A yery good thought, let a Britisher saj, 

For Jonathan^ mind to arrive at : 
I wot not, kow should I ? the name that you give 

To your frank and fraternal endeavour ; 
But, liking the fiEuicy, I shout " May it live, 

With editor Lester, for everl" 

You 11 see me some day, (and I may as well fling 

This advertisement into your pages), 
A homesick, and seasick, and travelsick thing 

Hauled over to visit your sages ; 
Your Irving, and Willis, and Webster, and Poe ; 

Your LongfeUow, Bryant, and Presoott, 
And fifty good fellows I 'm longing to know. 

With each a good heart in his waistcoat. 

There 's Fuller besides, and Sigoumey, and Childs, 

And all of the rest of the Muses ; 
And Stephens, released from his Yucatan wilds. 

And Dana, forgetting his cruises ; 
And ** Puritan fathers " and sons, by the score. 

And many a friendly Far-Wester ; 
And Abbot and Anthon, and three dozen more. 

Dodge, Matthews, and Edwards, and — ^Lester. 

Then bless us 1 I want to be going to Court 

To pay my respects to king Taylor : 
Don't kill him, good Brutus ! Twas only in sport. 

So don't let it make you look paler ; 
No king, but a colleague of highminded men 

Set over your heads for good reason 
To pilot the state, and be captain, — and then 

To come Cincinnatus in season. 
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I *m a Toiy, you know, and a monarchy man. 

And think that " legitimate *' steering 
Is something more shipshape and sailorlike than 

Con-tin-u-al e-lectrion-eer-ing : 
Y«t, honestly, brother, I hardly see how 

Your fathers could well have done better 
Than choose their own rulers, as you do it now* 

Without the old royalist fetter. 

So, say to your Governor, say it for me. 

That Jonathan's brother salutes him ; 
And wishes him honour ; and glad will he be 

To pay him as much, when it suits him ! 
I 'm free, as you see ; and enlighten'd, a few ; 

For I dare to call no man my master : 
So, Lester, I sympathise truly with yon. 

Remaining your warm poetaster. 

Furze Hill, 

Dec. 18, I84a. 
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I KNEW it, I guess'd it ! jou do what you can ; 

It 's hardly your fault if you can't : 
You wish better things ; but a man is bat Man, 

And often must wait and must want : 
For System, and matters and things as they are 

Have ordered and settled it so, 
That we who are judging your case from afar 

Know little — how little we know ! 

Aye, glad would ye be, (let me credit you this,) 

If on your American shore 
Slavery never had been as it is. 

And never should be any more ! 
But how to get rid of so andent an ill, 

And safely and sagely to heal 
A canker so deep, is the mystery still. 

And who shall its riddle reveal ? 

Moreover,— end. Conscience, I give thee this nudge,- 

A sinner, btrt yesterday shriven, 
How dare he set up in the seat of the jiidge 

The culprit so lat^ forgivoii ? 
But yesterday, half Britain's colonies rang 

With slavery's echokig chttn,*^- 
And ill it becomes us with Pharisee tongue 

To mock at a planter again ! 
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Yet more : for that planter's own fiather — and our's, 

This sin as a legacy left, 
A fly in the ointment, a snake in the flowers, 

An Achan's inherited theft ! 
Britain, thy child, thy Columhian child 

Eeceived at thy step mother hand 
The gain — or the curse, that we hold him defiled 

If he leaves, as he found, in the land ! 

And well do I gather, O friends in the South, 

That zealots dishonestly rave 
With hitter intent and a slanderous mouth 

Of the woes that you deal to the slave ; 
Not cruel, not careless of body or mind. 

Not heartless, nor heedless are ye, — 
But good and true masters, indulgent and kind. 

Aye, kinder than we to the free ! 

For sadly I note that on Liberty's coast 

The Briton may starve at his toil. 
Though loud be profession, and principle's boast 

That here are no serfs of the soil ! 
Ah, tell me how freedom is freedom, if Life 

Depends upon servitude stem ? 
And perishing children and famishing wife 

Live only so long as you earn ? 

No i words are not things : unfeiirly we speak 

As if freedom were freedom indeed ; 
While pallid and hollow is poverty's cheek, 

And deeply her bosom doth bleed : 
Let Britain and Erin and all the world o'er, 

Though boasting of liberty still, 
Be humble and dumb, when the weak and the poor 

Drain Slavery's bitterest ill 1 
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And more : for of old a mysterious curse 

Dark Canaan mark'd for its prey ; 
And Prophecy knew that their lot should be worse, 

" The servants of servants " are they ! 
And if the glad Gospel has scattered that harm 

With a Catholic message of peace, 
It is not at once that it shatters the charm 

And calls on the sorrow to cease ! 

So then, loving brother ! consider my speech ; 

I judge not ; I dare not condemn ; 
But let the great nations of History teach 

How slavery's curse ruin*d them ! 
Let Babylon, Persia, and Athens, and Tyre, 

And Egypt, and Carthage, and Borne, 
Declare the dark doom that they saw drawing nigher. 

As slavery swarm'd in the home ! 

With shame I confess that so late and so long 

We, Britons and Christians and all. 
Against Our Father and brethren did wrong 

By holding those brethren in thrall : 
Tet now have we tum'd from the sin and the shame 

And tenderly pray and expect 
The child whom we love to do sagely the same 

Before he be ruin*d and wrecked I 

Move wisely and warily ; haste is but waste 

Of mercy, and safety, and wealth : 
Eemember that prudence was never misplaced. 

And good may be compassed by stealth : 
For prudence is Providence all the world o'er, 

And wiser than we were, be ye ; 
Teach, train, and instruct, ere you open the door 

To let the bom bondman go free. 



J 40 A STAVE FOR THE SOUTH. 

Still, quickly do this, — (for America's mart 

Alas ! is the soul of that Trade 
Which darkens the judgment, and sickens the heart, 

And makes the world's consd^ice afraid, — ) . 
Stop trading at once ! if you keep huying on 

And add to the swarms of your slaves, 
You add to your perils by every one 

Brought bound to you over the waves ! 

In wisdom ajid mercy, redeem when you can ; 

Let good willing service be paid ; 
Eemember the rights and the wrongs of a Man, 

And that " of one blood we are made : " 
Hold sacred Affeoticms, in black as in white ; 

No babe from the mother divide ; 
And welcome, as friendly, Eeligion's true light ; 

And lay the red lashes aside I 

Then, in the full season, with caution aud care 

Join England in freeing the slave ; 
And all the degenerate world shall not dare 

Take from him the gift that we gave ! 
If glorious Columbia with Britain unite 

In killing this hydra of earth, 
Oh ! MAN shall have gainVi more of Good and of Bight, 

Than all California's worth ! 



Albubt, 

Jan. 18, 1849. 
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Yet once again, my Jonathan! 

Your loving brother greets yon. 
To do you all the good he can. 

Yes, every time he meets you ; 
To speak mth true and tender tongue. 

Not like a scolding Stentor, 
But (though a year or so too young) 

A frank and fiEuthful Mentor. 

See ! from my tassell *d wrist upspriogs 

No Mcon with its jesses. 
But a fair dove, whose silver wings 

Were made for soft caresses ; 
Eight glad the olive-branch to bear 

Across the sounding ocean, 
And find a welcome everywhere 

In every hearths emotion ! 

And here to-day my carrier dove 

Is burdened with a packed 
Which, well inseribed with peace an j love. 

Has justice too to back it ; 
For many sterner souk there be 

Who nurse tfaeiv wrongs intoaidy, 
And well it were^ if all, like me, 

Could judge and chide you gently. 
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They say, — aye, many sorts of men. 

In bitterness they say it, — 
Ton borrowed of the world, and then 

Besolved you won*t repay it ; 
That sundry of the thirty States, 

Which heap your giant nation, 
Disgrace their honourable mates 

By rank " Repudiation." 

They say, — and make believe you say,- 

" What fools they were to lend it ; 
We calculate that everyway 

They gave it us to spend it ; 
And since it 's sunk in road, and rail, 

Canal, and dock, and clearing, — 
Our creditors are out of hail, 

And well be hard of hearing ! '* 

I don't believe it, Jonathan ; 

You *re wiser, truer, better : 
I know you 11 pay us when you can, 

And blush to be a debtor : 
Not Illinois, nor Michigan, 

Florida, nor Arkansas, 
Nor Mississippi, to a man, 

Would give such shabby answers : 

I don't believe it ; never did ; 

I 'd buy your stocks to-morrow ; 
I only wish my purse could bid 

For all that you can borrow ; 
I 'd lend in feith and patience too, 

But cannot quite afford it, — 
Because in lending cash to you 

I know we do but hoard it. 
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For, men must wait at any rate 

(It stands to rhyme and reason,) 
Till Labour in a rising State 

Produces in its season ; 
Till banks, canals, and roads, and rails 

Are well in working order. 
And better hap and prosperous gales 

Are every one's rewarder. 

Now then ! — ^Behold that better hap ! 

A mighty store of treasure 
Is pour*d into Columbia's lap 

In Galifomian measure ; 
Commerce, and labour, land, and gold. 

And spirited migraticHi 
Now bless your shores an hundredfold 

And — shame Repudiation ! 

Up, worthies all I up, kindly stock ! 

Up, all my honest hearties ! 
And bring to shame's own whipping-block 

The few defaulting parties : 
Why should a tythe of all your States 

Throw scorn upon the others, 
And lay dishonoured debts as rates 

Upon their better brothers ? 

No ! ten long years is long enough 

Without a longer dating : 
And times are smooth that once were rough. 

And all the world 's awaiting : 
And many sneers at Jonathan 

Will no more get a hearing, 
And spite have lived its littie span 

In bygone pamphleteering • 
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And many a widow's heart for joy 

Will brighten into gladness, — 
And many an orphan girl and boy 

Forget their years of sadness, — 
And many an honest poor old man 

Shall have outlived his ruin. 
If you, my brother Jonathan, 

Be only up and doing ! 

Pull one, pull all ! and break away 

From this reproachful halter, 
Let not one witling have to say. 

One Yankee 's a defaulter : 
Kick out the rogues, if rogues there be ; 

Why should t^ey blot your brightness? 
And let all Eurdpe shout to see 

Your honour and uprightness I 

children of a noble race, 
Go on and prosper greatly I 

1 love your Anglo-Saxon face, 
A British face so lately : 

Let Spain alone be found in fraud, 
And scorn be found upon her ; 

But stand with us, and blaze abroad 
In Anglo-Saxon honour ! 



Albubt, 

i'e(. 24, 1849. 
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